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RETURN TO CASTLE FRIGHTENSTEIN 16 

Rue Morgue pays tribute to Billy Van, host of the 
legendary Canadian children ’s spookshow 
The Hilarious House of Frightenstein, with a rare 
interview. 

Plus: Frightenstein reissued, a chat with Elvira, 
and the history of television horror hosts. 

by Gary Butler, Paul Corupe, and Chris Alexander 

THE CURIOUS CASE OF OIL UWE BOLL 26 

An expose of the director everyone loves to hate. 

Plus: Rue Morgue vj. Uwe Boll! 

by Stuart Andrews and Chris Alexander 

INVESTIGATING GAY HORROR LIT 32 

Prominent gay genre editor and author Michael Rowe 
traces the evolution of homosexual horror fiction. 

by Monica S. Kuehler 

CRUEL COUTURE 36 

Fashion victim? Become the black belle of the ball 
with these one-of-a-kind designs from Dark Queen 
Apparel. 

by Jovanka Vuckovic 


NOTE FROM UNDERGROUND 6 

Frightenstein. 

POST-MORTEM 7 

Letters from fans, readers and weirdos. 

DREADLINES 8 

News highlights, horror happenings. 

THE CORONER'S REPORT 12 
Weird stats and morbid facts. 

NEEDFUL THINGS 14 

Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 

CINEMACABRE 39 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 

SCHIZOID CINEPHILE 56 

Mad musingsfivm Chris Alexander. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 58 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 61 
Spotlight: The Winston Effect. 

TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 66 
Morbid events around the globe. 

THE GORE-MET 68 

Menu: Chaos. 

AUDIO DROME 71 

Spotlight: Send More Paramedics. 

PLAY DEAD 74 

New and upcoming games. 

CLASSIC CUT 78 
Edvard Munch ’s Vampire. 
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/ / 1 cdccked in gooty Hailowccii capes, tlve-dollar wigs and buried under gobs of muUi- 
coloured cake makeup, horror hosts were the cable access late-night creeps who bade 

/( M you to stay up way past your bedtime to watch their kooky carnival of cheap jack 
horror schlock. Cheeseball as they were, everyone has fond, nostalgic memories of 
these madcap creatures of the night. 

From tlic 1950.s to the present, most major cities in the US have had their own loveable, campy 
horror hosts. Hollywood had glamour ghoul Vampira (considered the first horror hostess with her 
introduction in 1954). New York had Zacherlcy: The Cool Ghoul (one of the founders of the 
movement with his show Shock Theatre. 1957), Ohio had Ghoulardi. Dr. Creep. The Ghoul and 
Dr. Shock. Michigan hud Sir Graves Ghastly and Count Scary. D.C. had Count Gore De Vol. 
Grandpa Munster himself. Al Lewis, had a show from 1987 to 1989 called Granpa's Super Scan' 
Saturday. legendary drive-in movie critic Joe Bob Briggs launched his own show, ./oe Bobs 
Drive-Jn Theatre in 1987 - and on and on (sec p.22 for a history of horror hosts). 

Then there was Elvira, the most famous horror hostess with the mostest (see p.20). whose 
1 980s LA-based show Midnight Madness heeamc the widest nationally syndicated "homir host- 
ed” program in the countiy Between screenings of sometimes good but mostly baaad - and most- 
ly public domain cinematic insanity, hosts like Elvira would pop in with zany antics or corn- 
ball commentary on the films, and that was pretty much the sehtick. 

Sure they were campy, but the nation ate the shows up. Some ran for years (and arc still in syn- 
dication today), others came and went like a fart from a dead man's ass. but all were warmly 
recci\ cd by budding genre fan.s around the country. Despite the mox ement’s popularity in the US 
though, it never really found an audience in Canada. 

For us. there was only one; Canadian comedy actor Billy Van. His show. The Hilarious House 
of Frighlcnstein. was burned into the collective consciousness of nearly eveiy child and teenag- 
er wdio grew up in southern Ontario during the '705 and 'XOs. In fact. I've never met a single 
Canadian in my age range (give or take ten years or so) who doesn't remember, if not idolize, the 
.show. 

Thirty-tlve-ycars later, Frighlenstein has achieved cult status here and in some parts of the 
United States. Even Scotty Spiegel (of Fvil Dead fame) once asked me with e.xcited feiwor. 
"You're from Canada, did you ever watch that show The Hilarious House of FrightensteinV." 
Having grown up in Michigan, he, along wdth childhood friends Sam Raimi and Bruce Campbell 
watched it on a local channel after it was picked up for broadcast in a few neighbouring states. 
Spiegel said, and every Frightenstein fan would agree, the program was especially appealing 
because it was so radically different from anything the US had to offer. 

Unlike traditional horror host presentations. Frightenstein was a spectacle of comedy skits, an 
actual variety show' instead of movie screenings with silly annotation following commercial 
breaks. Van dressed up and ad libbed ten of Castle FrightenstieiTs monstrous residents to enter- 
tain and educate his viewers. Sec. the show was designed for children, which secured the involve- 
ment of none other than my own personal Jesus: Vincent Price. 

Price loved kids, and once he heard the poorer-than-poor Canadian spooktacular (shot at a local 
cable station in Hamilton, Ontario) was aimed at nascent beastics. he quickly agreed to be part of 
the Frightenstein family. Price made the trip up to Hamilton, shot ail of his vignettes in a week 
(which were later cut into the show. gi\ ing the appearance that he w'as a regular on it) for a frac- 
tion of his usual rate. Because of his generosity, viewers in the Great White North were fortunate 
to have a weekly taste of the princely Price, in full theatrical grandeur, several times an cpi.sode 
between Van's hysterically w'eii'd hoiTor-spoofing vignettes. 

For those ot us who had the rapid-fire madness of Frightenstein beamed into our houses, it was 
and is the stuff ol legend. Of course, both Price and Van are now gone, an obvious monumental 
loss to the horror and comedy communities. But they, along with the show, were immortalized in 
our memories long before Frightenstein's recent release to DVD. and will forever have a special 
resting place in our monster-loving hearts. 

iuyanka(it)j-ue-inoigue.cum 
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I’VE NEVER FULLY understood or 
appreciated Fiilci until 1 read Jovanka's editor- 
ial last issue. His work was nebulous to me and 
I always saw Lucio as a gorehound version of 
Jess Franco who shared as much nihilism for 
the female sex as Dario Argento: you either 
hate him or love him. ! don't know why 1 was 
blind but now 1 see that his work needs to be 
assessed from a "non-narrative’’ point of view. 
Once you see his films that way: genius. 

Joe Santana - Montreal, Quebec 

1 )UST HAD TO write and tell you what 
a fanta.stic Fulci cover story you did in RM 
M6I. I’ve been an avid Lucio Fulci fan since 
childhood (my license plate actually reads 
"FULCIFAN") and for my money, your maga- 
zine article was the best that anyone's done on 
him since he passed into the beyond. Maestro 
Fulci would be proud. Congratulations to the 
Rue Crew for producing one of the greatest 
articles ever on Italy's Godfather of Gore. 
FULCI LIVES! 

Michael Bnivary - Toronto. Ontario 

1 ’M A LO N G-TI M E fan of the magazine, 
and let me say congratulations on RMU60. 
your best issue yet since the changing of the 
guard. Special kudos go to my favourite col- 
umn. "The Mad Miisings of a Schizoid 
Cinephile." Imagine my surprise when 1 
opened up the magazine to .see this month's 
film be one I personally love with a passion: 
The Brainl Hosting my own movie review site, 
specializing in the Icsser-scen B-pictiircs 
(choconado.com), not to mention occasionally 
hosting small parties of film festivals, 1 can 
only agree with Mr. Alexander when he 
bemoans the lack of cult fervor for this great 
unknown classic, as it certainly isn't lacking 
any of the elements for underground success. 

Edward Fleece - Ypsilanti, Michigan 

I WROTE a letter several months back 
critical of your editorial policies that just 
recently saw print in RM#60. And while 1 
would say thanks for taking the time to run my 
letter as well as respond to it. your Jovanka 
Vuckovic's response struck me as dismayingly 


dishonest. However, rather than write a lengthy 
letter that either won't see print or else will be 
edited down to a point of near incoherence, let 
me just say that I doubt very much that RM's 
staff sees every release ahead of time, as Ms. 
Vuckovic asserts. That you predetermine what 
you think sucks. 1 don't doubt. And in many 
cases, you would turn out to be right (god 
knows I'd love the lime I spent watching The 
Wicker Man back). Of course, it’s easier to 
lend your support to something that’s already 
been established as being fan-friendly than it is 
to take a chance on an entirely untested com- 
modity. You say you want to stand behind 
material that you "believe” in but when your 
cover stories arc for the likes of Godzilla. 
From Beyond or the original Omen. well, isn't 
this nothing more than preaching to the choir? 
You choose to flatter your readers' prejudices, 
rather than challenging them. And as a long- 
time horror fan. 1 find that to be a cheap way 
to gild your own reputation at the expense of 
promoting an open-minded appreciation of the 
genre. To prove that hindsight is 20/20 just 
isn't a worthwhile approach to genre journal- 
ism (think of what a sad record of a decade like 
the '80s we'd be left with if other genre maga- 
zines had chosen to do the same). So to pro- 
mote that approach as being an editorial virtue 
is purely obnoxious - and 1 think that's the 
larger point you're not willing to address. 

Jeff Allard - Chicopee, Massachusetts 

THIS IS IN RESPONSE to Richard 
Hamel's letter in RMII6I). The reason Vince 
McMahon is a billionaire is becau.se rabid 
wrestling fans blindly buy into everything he 
touches. Whether it be DVDs, pay-per-view, 
live events. T-shirts or energy drinks, vvrc.stling 
fans suck it up without hesitation. Now he 
wants to get into movies, and after seeing See 
No Evil. 1 wish he would stick to wrestling. 

Scan Gammon - 'W indsor, Ontario 

I'M A BIG FAN of so many of your maga- 
zine covers, the artwork is great! While I’m 
not a big fan of Godzilla. 1 have to say the 
cover and layout of your latest issue was 
FANGtastic! 1 love the cover, it's so CLASSIC! 

Bill "Drac" Edwards - address withheld 


I WAS EXTREMELY PLEASED and 
pleasantly surprised to get my first olTieial 
subscriber copy of Rue Morgue in the mail 
today. It was a pleasure getting an actual 
signed letter from you as well. I've been read- 
ing your publication for several years now (1 
especially love the "Last Rites" column and 
often read it aloud to my roommates who get a 
good laugh every time!) and am SO glad 1 
finally got around to subscribing. Keep up the 
great work! 

Matt Fames - Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

I CONSI DER your mag the Pluyhoy of 
horror publications. Now what 1 mean by this 
is that you have great pictures, but you also 
have equally good interviews and articles. 1 
love how you guys put so much work into cov- 
ering the entire spectrum of horror culture. 
Because of you my DVD collection has 
reached 307. It was a pleasure to meet you and 
your crew finally at the Festival of Fear. 1 want- 
ed to thank Firett. Dave. Monica. Gary and 
Jovanka for signing my poster. Can’t wait for 
next year! 

Dominic Folchi - Louisville. Kentucky 

I WAS WONDERING if two of my 
favourite '80s horror TV shows Friday the 
13th: The Serie.s and MomUers will ever see the 
light of day on DVD? Surely, if they put out 
Freddy's Nightmure.s and the animated Gho.st- 
husters series, they'd consider the.se. I'm sure 
I’m not the only one praying these two way 
underrated horror TV series get their due. 
Even Harsh Realm did! To the people who put 
other often overlooked television shows on 
DVD. please don't forget us horror fanatics out 
there. 

Carol Rabcr- Belleville, Illinois 


f; Ws encourage readers to send their comments via - 
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Slashers, spooks, satyrs and sheep at the Toronto Internationa] Film Festival 

Reviews hy Dave Alexander. Stuart Andrews, The Gore-met. Liisa Ladouceur, Scoli Lingley, JJ McAllister and Jovanka Vuckovic 



From massive blockbusters to indie docu- 
mentaries. the 2006 Toronto International 
Film Festival provided a glimpse into a wide 
variety of genre movies coming to theatres 
{most likely) in the coming year. Bolstered by 
the exceptionally diverse, internationally 
tlavoured Midnight Madness program, the 
3()th annual event olTered a dozen honor 
entries previewed below. 

IHE ABANDINED 

Nacho Cerd^Spain 

Nacho (Aftenucuh. Genesis) Cerda's 
long-anticipated debut feature is a master- 
fully executed experiment in high terror 
about an American woman who travels 
hack to the Russian farmhouse where she 
was born only to find herself besieged by 
apparitions of her own deceased body and 
horrifying glimpses of the grisly events sur- 
rounding her birth. The sublime, painterly 
style so abundant in Cerda’s previous 
shorts is given full force here in a film so 
heavily steeped in its bleak atmosphere of 
claustrophobic futility that even when the 
lead character finds fresh air in the wide- 
open Russian countryside, she seems hope- 
lessly trapped within an unyielding night- 
mare. SA 

ULl IHE BDtS lOVE MMDV LANE 

Jonathan Levine/USA 

If Larry Clark (Kids) made a Fridav ihe 
13th movie, it would probably look a lot 
like.!// the Boys Lore Mandv Lane. Its Col- 
umn-A slasher Hick plotting (teenagers at 
an isolated house wiped out onc-by-one) is 
offset by in-your-face dialogue about sex 
and drugs that’s drawn from reality instead 
ol' the CW Network, plus solid perfor- 


mances. particularly from Alicia Silver- 
clone Amber Heard as the eponymous 
heartbreakcr everyone wants to lay or slay. 
Unfortunately, for all the attention paid to 
the characters, the dumbasses still just wan- 
der into the woods to be slaughtered, and 
the final twist is only suiprising for being 
totally obvious from the start. But at least 
it’.s not another goddamn 'TOs remake. J,J\I 

BLACK SHEEP 

Jonathan King/New Zealand 

With a perfectly ludicrous and gory story- 
line about genetically engineered, fiesh-hun- 
gry sheep on a rampage. New Zealand’s 
Black Sheep is the early horror-comedy 
Peter .lackson never made. When Oliver, the 
son of a fanner - scared of sheep ever since 
his father’s herding-related accident - 
returns to the family ranch run by binlish 
older brother Angus, he's caught in the mid- 


dle of the shccpocalypse. Animal rights 
activists unwittingly unleash a contagion 
from Angus’ illicit research lab, and before 
you can say baaa. sheep are eating people, 
people arc morphing into sheep creatures 
and the effects wizards at Weta Workshop 
{Lord of the Rings trilogy) are working 
overtime to keep the guts flying. Satisfying- 
ly equal parts cwww and ewe. DA 

ENB BEEBE EINE 

Maurice Devereaux/Canada 
Shot in a severely underdressed. aban- 
doned Toronto subway station. End of the 
Line has a group of one-sided characters (car- 
ing nurse, horny teenagers, blue-collar transit 
workers, etc.) on the run from a fundamental- 
ist cult (which includes a cliche craaaazy ’n' 
dangerous rapist guy) hell-bent on bringing 
the apocalypse via a globally transmitted 
beeper signal insmicting them to stab every- 
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one with goofy crucifix daggers. There are 
some lovable but too-littlc-sccn C.H.U.D.s 
and a few amusing gore shots, but ullimalely 
this overacted, confliscd Canadian hoiTor 
film misses the station. J\' 



Andrew Currie/Canada 

Call it Unpleasantville. In this delightful 
CanCoii zom-com. space dust falls on ’50s 
USA. reanimating coipscs and leading to 
full-scale zombie wars. Thanks to security 
corp ZomCon and its "domestication col- 
lars”. though, zombies can be productive 
members of its surreal, suburban society, as 
gardeners, sex slaves, or e\'en. as in the case 
of the title character, a child's best friend. It's 
really a heartfelt family film about a lonely 
boy (K'Sun Ray as Timmy) and his sympa- 
thetic zombie companion (comedian Billy 
Connolly as Fido). but with its legion of grey- 
faced undcad. a smattering of splaiierings and 
clever nods to retro sci-fi. Fido is ghoulish 
flin for genre fans too. LL 

IDE iSI 

Joon-ho Bong/Korea 

The highest grossing film ever in Korea. 
The Host is a "family drama" - as the direc- 
tor describes it - that just happens to centre 
around one of the nastiest, neatest monsters 
imaginable. When the American military 
dumps chemicals in the Han river, a giant 
Lovccraftian bcastic with a taste for human 
flesh is bom. After one of their own is taken 
by the creature, a dysfunctional family is 
forced into action to do what the anny has 
failed to; find the elusive monster and take it 
down. A bit of goofy melodrama and formula 
plotting are saved by first-class CG effects, 
blockbuster polish and some truly disturbing 
scenes (kids get gulped!), showcasing 
Korea’s status as a new genre powerhouse. 
DA 

THE LAST WINTEB 

Larry Fessenden/USA 

Larry {Habit, Windego) Fessenden’s latest 
is like the Exxon Valdez of eco-horror flicks, 
though it wouldn't seem so bad if the film 
didn’t show so much promise at the outset. 
An advance team sent to prepare an Alaskan 
wildlife reserve for oil drilling is tomicnted 
by forces unknown, while the team's resident 
bioscientist (James LcGros) tries to make 


sense of it all. Fessenden builds an effective- 
ly ceric atmosphere of doom around the con- 
cept that nature is avenging herself for man- 
made environmental catastrophes like cli- 
mate change, but squanders the accumulated 
tension with an excessively literal descent 
into horror-movie convention, right down to 
the final frame’s “shock” ending that, if noth- 
ing else, is good for a laugh. .SL 

PAN'S LABVRINTH 

Guillermo del Toro/Spain 
Guillermo del Toro’s Spanish-languagc 
companion piece to The Devil’s Backbone 
(2001) picks up in posi-Civil War. 
repressed Spain. As Franco’s troops make 
their last stand, young Ofetia travels with 
her pregnant mother to meet her newly 
adoptive father, ruthless fascist military 
Captain Vidal. She discovers a labyrinth in 
the sprawling woodland, and a satyr who 
believes her to be the reincarnated princess 
of the underworld. To return to her rightful 
place at the throne with her true father, she 
must complete three tasks which will test 
her will and the patience of the increasing- 
ly dangerous Captain. It’s a moving, the- 
matically dense and perfectly violent faiiy- 
lale masterpiece that showcases the power 
innocence has over evil. Possibly the most 
outstanding film of the festival. JV 



J.T. Petty/USA 

J.T. Petty's examination of voyeurism and 
the psychology of extreme horror films, par- 


ticularly the faux snuff genre, is one of the 
most subversive and clever constmets in 
years. Petty links films such as The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre and August Under- 
ground Mordum then deconstructs their 
appeal through a series of talking head inter- 
views with psychologists Carol Clover. Meg 
S. Kaplan and Richard B. Krueger, and inde- 
pendent filmmakers Fred Vogel. Bill Zebub. 
Eric Rost and scream queen Debbie D. One 
filmmaker is evasive about his homemade 
productions, and the movie takes a turn into 
the disturbing through a series of increasing- 
ly erratic encounters between the documen- 
tary crew and the director. The conti'oversy 
already brewing around this film will surely 
make it one of the most talked about this year. 
GM 

SEVERANCE 

Christopher Smith/UK 

After teasing us at TIFF in 2004 with the 
promising subterranean shocker Creep, Chris 
Smith returned to Midnight Madness with a 
more fully realized film. Described as "'The 
Office meets Deliverance", Severance finds a 
group of anns-dealing sales reps on a retreat 
in Hungary that goes very, very wrong. 
Despite arriving at a creepy, ramshackle 
compound quite unlike the five-star lodge 
promised, company keeners press on with 
the team-building weekend, meanwhile 
bloody evidence mounts that they're being 
hunted. Smith balances humour and horror 
(i.e. an annoying Yes-Man loses a leg in a 
protracted bear-trap mishap) while never 
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pixeltube.com/wmc/sindex.htanl 

This handy online resource collects the covers of mag- 
azines Creepy. Eerie and Vampirella, with each 
archived image credited to the appropriate artist. 
There’s plenty of visual nostalgia here for all monster- 
lovers. 


carrieannbaade.com 

Influenced by Terry Gilliam and author C. S. Lewis, 
Carrie Ann Baade’s bizarre oil-on-copper paintings are 
primarily incongruous portraits comprised of layers of 
scrap images from art history, as well as photographs 
of Baade herself. Her 2006 work is by far her darkest. 

zombiepumpkins.com 

Did tills year's pumpkin carvings leave you tinged with 
regret? if so, get a start on next year's festivities by 
buying a membership to Zombie Pumpkins and down- 
loading some truly wicked Halloween stencils. Also, 
grab some pointers for making your carved creations 
even more creeptacular. 

headlesshistoricals.com 

Garith Pettibone and Shiva Rodriguez craft custom 
dolls based on tragic historical figures who died griev- 
ous deaths. Each reproduction - many of which are on 
display here - features appropriate period costume 
and wounds that identify how they died. 

vmw.bethshort.com 

So you’ve seen 7fie Black Dahlia and want to know 
more about the crime that inspired the film. This online 
case history will satiate even the most curious, with 
extensive information about the murder and subse- 
quent investigation, as well as archives of newsclip- 
pings from the period, interviews and even a recom- 
mended reading/watching list. 
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slipping into .spoof or silliness. Severance is 
gory, tense, hilarious and brings some exu- 
berant thrills back to hard horror. LI. 



Kim Chapiron/France 

In the festival's closing night film. Vincent 
Casscl (Irreversible) turns in a delightfully 
unhinged perfonnance as a maniacal country 
housekeeper who terrori7cs a gang of 
obnoxious French teens who come bar- 
relling into his neck of the woods to frolic 
amongst the local inbreds. Somewhat in the 
tradition of previous festival faves like 
Haute Tension and Calvaire, Siuetan (the 
Persian word for "Satan") is a saucy French 
twist on the American siii-vivalist hoiror film 
that, with the help of the enthusiastic Mid- 
night Madness insomniacs, was a wild ride 
and a perfect end to the festering festivities. 
SA 



Hungary/Gyorgi Palfi 

This grotesquely cinematic ode to stufiing 
things defies categorization, though the 
peals of revolted laughter from its preview 
audience suggest it’s a comedy. Director 
Gyorgi Palfi builds on the wholly original 
and outrageous visual style established in his 
astonishing debut Hukkle to survey three 
generations of a family: a harelipped 
homunculus at an anny base who will stick 
his dick in anything and occasionally ejacu- 


lates fire, his son. born with a tail, who 
grows to be an international sport-eating 
champ, and his grandson, a cadaverous taxi- 
dermist whose obsession with his craft per- 
meates every aspect of his life (and death). 
Though comparisons to Tciry Gilliam and 
other giants of gruesome humour may be 
apt. Palfi’s fantastical style, disgusting wit 
and untrammelled imagination arc all his 
own, A name to watch for. SL 

IBAPPED SSIIES 

Joe Dante, Ken Russell, Sean Cunningham, 
Monte Heilman and John Gaeta 
USA/Japan/Canada 

Four veteran filmmakers, one visual effects 
wiz. a handful of iconic character actors 
(Henry Gibson. John Saxon. Dick Miller) 
and two hours arc wasted in this risible 
homage to the Amicus/Hammer horror 
omnibus. Several people on a movie studio 
tour find themselves trapped in an old haunt- 
ed house set. where the guide encourages 
them to tell their scariest stories, which 
include bloodthirsty breast implants, sex with 
Japanese ghosts and Stanley Kubrick's vam- 
piric girlfriend. The biggest setback here is 
producer Dennis Bartok's awful script, which 
fails to develop his one-note storylines in any 
interesting or frightening ways. Most certain- 
ly destined for the late-night cable garbage 
dump. SL 
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+ Linda Hoflcr of St. Louis was recenlly convicted of assaulting a dog breed- 
er with the corpse of her dead chihuahua; testimony at the trial revealed that 
the breeder was struck no less than 30 times with the deceased animal. 


+ King Kong’s roar was created by combining a lion's roar with that of a tiger 
then playing them both backwards. 


+ Until 1 832. it was British practice to use the corpses of hanged criminals for 
medical dissection and study. 


+ Before turning to acting. Christopher Lee served in the Royal Air Force and 
fought in WWII. 


+ The Paris catacombs are believed to be the final resting place of over three 
million people. 


+ Jan Svankmajer was banned from filmmaking for seven years by Czech 
authorities after the release of 1 972's Leonardo 's Diary. The ban was eventu- 
ally lifted under the condition that Svankmajer only adapt classics of litera- 
ture. 


+ Three young Wisconsin men were charged earlier this year after attempting 
to dig up the corpse of a female motorcycle accident victim in order to have 
sex with it. The trio had even slopped and bought condoms on route. 


+ Monty Python's Terry Gilliam created the original title sequence for Gordon 
He-sslcr^s Scream and Scream Again but American International Pictures 
refused to use it. 


+ New York City boasts more suicides annually than murders. 


+ Paul Annett’s 1973 film The Beast That Must Die was parodied 26 years 
later in the the Vampire Slaver episode Phases. 


+ Military men who were caught blaspheming in the 17th centui-y often found 
their tongues burned clear through with a red-hot iron. 


+ Cemeteiy Man director Michele Soavi worked on Dario Argento’s Phe- 
nomena (a.k.a. Creepers) as an actor and first assistant director; he also direct- 
ed the accompanying Bill Wyman music video for the soundtrack song Valley. 


+ During this year's opening weekend of the annual Halloween festival, the 
Six Flags Over Texas theme park offered its attendees an opportunity to Jump 
to the front of the line for their Titan roller coaster if they'd cat a live cock- 
roach. 


Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to info@rue-niorgue.com. 
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VANDIEN GREVIOUX O’DELL CRUZ 
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PROPER SKULL AND BONES JEWELRY 




LAURA ZINDEL CERAMICS 

$24 to $550 

From dinner plates to pitchers, Laura Zindel Ceramics offers 
strange kitchenware adorned with various creepy crawlies - bee- 
tles, spiders, stick bugs and moths - for your culinary pleasure. We 
especially recommend the dreadful drinking vessels. 

Set a temifying table at zindelceramics.com. 


PLAY DEAD CULT HOODIES 

$45 CAD 

Winter’s here and everything’s dying... so celebrate with a new hoodie from 
Piay Dead Cult! Choose from a wide variety of deadly designs including broken 
hearts, horrific hearses, crooked skulls, bad bats and even mean mice. 

Cocoon those cold bones at playdeadcult.com. 


Broach $85 
Boner Rider Ring $85 

Despite his faults, Ed Gein had one thing right: skulls are so dang versatile! These 
handmade flame-worked glass creations from Proper Jewelry take the unfailing skull 
and crossbones design and step it up to a fine art level. Mounted on sterling silver, 
each petrified piece is hot sculpted by artists Cynthia Archer-Martin and Amy Johnson. 
Available in any colour your black heart desires. 

Go through a glass darkly at ehmeglass.com. 
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HAS EVER HELD A CAPW W 


SsSmy OF FRIGHTENSTEI-^> 

imr ™ A RAREINTERVIEWrCOSDLCTED 

■* 01 TO HIS DEATH - PMNTe'd'HERE FOR THE FIRST TIME' 


f you grew up in Canada in the 1970s - or if you were a teen or aduit 
who dug the psychedelic kiddie programming of the “me" decade - 
you might have been lucky enough to tune in on Saturday mornings 
to Hamilton, Ontario’s CHCH TV, cable 11 and witness the wacky 
weekly shenanigans in the monster mash-up known as The Hilarious 


A small production with an admittedly smaller budget, Frightensteins\ovj- 
ly but surely gained a following in Southern Ontario, then in the US, thanks 
mainly to producer/director Rafael “Riff” Markowitz’s decision to secure the 


House of Fhghtenstein.lhe live-action series featured a recurring crew of 
madder-than-madcap characters who taught kids that monsters can be fun, 
funny a/?d informative - and even human. 

Partly a children’s program, partly an educational broadcast, partly a vari- 
ety show and entirely a mock-horror extravaganza, The Hilahous House of 
Frightenstein (1971 - 1975) was essentially Sesame Streef meets the Uni- 
versal monsters. Set in a creepy Carpathian castle complete with simmer- 
ing cauldrons, cobweb-covered tomes and bubbling lab equipment, Fright- 
enstein scared up “edutainment" of the finest calibre. What made it unique 
was the fact tliat it featured creatures as its teachers - the castle was pop- 
ulated by over a dozen demented dungeon-dwellers. As well, unlike its con- 
temporaries, Frightenstein wowed its viewers at a relentless, manic, stream- 
of-consciousness pace stylistically reminiscent of Monty Python. 


talents of A-list horror actor Vincent Price. 

On camera, Price’s role was essentially to act as Frightenstein's master of 
ceremonies. His disembodied head both welcomed viewers to the maniac 
mansion known as Castle Frightenstein and bade them farewell in each and 
every installment. As well, four times per episode, garbed in colourful cos- 
tumes that paid tribute to the actor's famous Poe collaborations with Roger 
Corman, Price would recite minute-long cautionary poems - stories in the 
Edward Gorey vein. Of course, it’s Price's cackling sign-off, perhaps more 
than anything, that resonates; "The castle lights are growing dim, there’s no 
one left but me... and him. When next we meet in Frankenstone, don’t... 
come... alone!" 

inasmuch as Price was the star power, though, he was by no means the 
star of The Hilarious House of Frightenstein. Once visitors were safely 


U) ftUL MURGUi- , 







Vincent Price regales viewers with his spooky poetic vignettes, ^ 

(opposite) Fishka Rais as Igor, the Count’s bumbling servant, and (below) Billy Van as The Wolfman. 


ensconced inside the castle’s wailing walls, it was a Canadian comedian, an 
improvisational dynamo of a character actor, who brought to life a whopping 
ten of Frightenstein's fifteen deranged residents. His name was Billy Van. 

Throughout 130 episodes Van deftly became the man behind the masks 
(prosthetic parts, mostly) for oddball characters including The Count, The 
Wolfman. The Librarian and Grizelda the Ghastly Gourmet In the process, 
Van brought an incredible sense of uniformity and structure to a disparate 
group of pseudo-rogues. After all, aside from a “guy walks into a bar” joke, 
where else could a vampire, a librarian, a maharishi, a singing soldier and a 
gorilla actually belong together? If Frightenstein was a monster, then Van 
represented the industrial stitches and the electricity - and without doubt, 
the heart. 

But, as is often the way of things, history has remembered the show in 
terms of the bigger name - through no wish on Vincent Price’s part that such 
would be the case. Frightenstein notwithstanding, Van never achieved 
“monster” success. He appeared somewhat regularly on (mostly Canadian) 
television throughout the 70s, ‘80s and ‘90s, but in January of 2003 he 
passed away at the age of 68, claimed by cancer. 


Those who knew Van would point out that he was ahead of his time, that 
he had ftie talent and charisma of a Jim Carrey or a Mike Myers, that he 
should have been on SCTV, that he should have had his own show. And they 
would be right. 

Van did have his own show, though. And even if it’s true that the system 
treated him monstrously, perhaps it’s not too late to redress the situation. 
Frightenstein is now airing twice daily on the Space channel in Canada, and 
a recently released three-disc DVD collection from Critical Mass titled The 
Hilarious House Vol. 1 lovingly remasters thirteen episodes of the show in 
their full, hour-long format. In addition, fan sites for the series have popped 
up all over the ’net (notably frightenstein.ca and ffightenstein.com), fans 
snap up Frightenstein T-shirts at conventions and last year the first Fright- 
enstein Fest was launched in Toronto. With any luck, public interest will 
result in the release of further volumes of the show and, hopefully, a much- 
deserved star on Canada’s Walk of Fame for Van. 

In the summer of 2002, Rue Morgue had the privilege of being granted a 
rare interview with the humble actor. Fated to be his last, the interview is 
hereby presented for the first time. 


I’m trying to think of how I want to bill you in 
my article - "Canada’s Man of a Dozen Faces" 
or “Canada’s Invisible Man." 

They’re both very flattering in their own ways, 
actually. Both comedy and horror are near and 
dear to my heart, and each of those descriptions 
contains a little bit of both. And between the two, 
they reflect, well, how much I did and, I guess, 
how little people knew it. 

Given the opportunity, how would you bill 
yourself? 

I don't know if this is exactly the right answer, but 
I guess I’d like to think that more people acknowl- 
edged how much work I really did on Frighten- 
stein in particular, and a friend once joked that 
whoever writes my biography should call it “Clap 
for the Wolfman” [after the song by The Guess 
Who], And I do think it’s true that the Wolfman 
was my most popular character - well, Grizelda, 
too - though I did perform something in the 



neighbourhood of, as you say, a dozen parts on 
the show. 


Why don’t we go through the list and get your 
thought on each character; I’m sure we’ll 
cover other aspects of the show in the 
process. 

Oh, sure, that'll be fun - it’s been a while. 


The Count. 

Well, The Count was in charge of the castle. And 
he was mostly your basic Dracula character with 
a dash of Victor Frankenstein - because he was 
trying, every episode, to bring his own monster, 
Brucie, to life. And of course, he never did. 


How did the monster end up witii the 
name "Brucie”? 

At first, it was “Frankie”, of course, for 
“Frankenstein”, but then we realized 
that since we were doing Frighten- 
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Seeing as he was a vampire, why was the 
Count’s skin green? 

We tried the traditional white makeup, but that 
made him really look scary -well, not terrifying, 
but not exactly approachable, either - and we 
didn’t want the kids to actually be afraid of him. 
And green just looked different, I guess that 
was our way of making him distinctive, since he 
was one of the only characters that didn’t 
require prosthetics. 


Which one was the hardest? 

The Librarian, no doubt about it. There were six 
applications for him, to the point where it covered 
my entire face. It was pretty much a mask, but 
you couldn't officially call it that because of the 
fact that it was applied in six pieces. 


dearly, they had a first-rate makeup 
department at CHCH TV. 

Are you kidding? They told us they could do 
prosthetics. . . liars! When we were developing 
the characters and the prosthetics, they almost 
ruined my face! They started with the hardest 
one. too - the Librarian - and they forgot to 
grease my eyelids or my eyelashes, and they just 
about ripped my eyelids off. They got some skin, 
anyhow: most of my eyelashes too! When they 
were all finished, they presented us with this real- 
ly heavy prosthetic package - sixteen segment. 
And after all of that work, it didn’t even look right. 

I was terribly upset at the idea of going through all 
that again. But this time they got a pro in - Bob 
Laden, a New York guy who had been an under- 
study on Little Big Man [the 1970 movie in which 
Dustin Hoffman’s character ages 50 years over 
the course of the story]. And he did it right: plas- 
ter all over my face, grease on the eyelids, and 
two straws up my nose! It wasn’t comfortable, but 
it was bearable - and more importantly, it was 
painless. 


stein, it should be “Frightie", and that just did- 
n't sound right. I don’t remember who came up 
with “Brucie". but the idea of a six-and-a-half- 
foot tall monster with a silly kind-of kiddie 
name like that just fit with what we were trying 
to do. Also, his full name was “Brucie J. Mon- 
ster", which was our little tip of the hat to For- 
rest J, Ackerman [original editor of Famous 
Monsters of Film land\. 

And you’re saying that, officially, the Count 
never managed to bring Brucie to life. Not 
even in die final episode? 

Who's to say if he did or didn't, but if he did. we 
certainly never filmed it. I prefer to think that he 
never succeeded, though, because that means 
that he’s still out there trying - because every sin- 
gle episode was about him trying, insofar as they 
were about anything in the first place - and as 
crazy as he was, and as crazy as his ideas were, 
he had this indomitable spirit, which I think is 
admirable. Success is a fine thing, but I think that 
strength of character is more important, don’t 
you? The other thing is, there wasn’t ever a "final” 
episode, really, because, I don’t know if you know 
this, but we taped the entire [four-year] series in 
less than a year, and we did it one character at a 
time, and the shows were basically built using 
one segment from each character, sometimes 
two. I don’t even know if the “final” episode, for 
example, was built out of the “final" takes we did 
for each of the characters, if you follow; in fact, it 
very likely wasn’t. 


The Count and his assistant, Igor, got more 
camera time than anyone else, though. They 
always opened and closed the show, 
dropped in on odier people’s segments, and 
even popped up in-between. 

Sure. Well, the Count was the main character, 
no doubt about it. Sorry. Vincent! [laughs] 


Given Vincent Price’s gregarious reputation, 
I’m sure he wouldn’t have minded. 

No, I’m sure he wouldn’t. He was a wonderful, 
wonderful person. Someone in the crew said he 
should have been called “Vincent Prince.” 


Was the Count actually "Count Frighten- 
stein”? Or was he just a Count who was 
using Casde Frightenstein? 

You know, we were never sure of whether the 
Count owned the castle or if he was just leasing 
it. There were a lot of things on that show that 
we were never sure of! The castle was called 
Frightenstein, but it overlooked the village of 
Frankenstone - so that was a little confusing 
right there. [Naming the village "Frankenstone" 
facilitated a rhyme in Vincent Price’s farewell 
poem at the end of each episode.] But the Count 
was definitely the landlord - everyone else paid 
him rent! Hopefully he gave the Librarian a dis- 
count rate, because I'm sure those books 
took up a lot of space. 


Dr. Pet Vet (below) provided necessaiy 
educational material for the variety show. 





The original test makeup for The Librarian (inset), 
and (above) the final broadcast makeup. 


Let’s talk about the Librarian. Every 
character had a recurring shtick, and his 
was that he was always trying to read a 
story that would terrify the kids at home, 
but he never realized until tee end of tee 
reading teat his story was Just. . . lame. 
We had so much fun with him. And we 
made up all of his stories on the set. I would 
sit there in that big, wingback chair, and 
someone would shout out an idea - usually 
just one line, "a story where such and such 
happens" - and we’d roll the camera and 
I’d just make it all up as I went along. 

How long were tee typical days, and how 
long did you shoot each character? 
Sometimes you’d have a ten-hour day, but 
there were a lot of si)cteen-hour days too. 
Obviously, some characters took longer 
than others - I mean, the Gorilla wasn't 
really that demanding, except that-the suit 
was a little hot at times - but we pretty 
much tried to get every character done- 
done-done over the average space of two 
weeks of taping. I think the Count took a 
month or so, and we revisited him a couple 
of times, too. The Librarian and Grizelda 
took at least two weeks each, two long 
weeks, maybe more. And minor characters, 
like the Gorilla or the Singing Soldier, took 
about a week. 

Were you paid fairly in terms of, say, a 
one-year contract? 

Let’s just say, 1 did okay: not great, but okay. 
You have to remember that this wasn’t a 
show with a lot of money behind it in the 
first place. A lot of creative people, in both 
the cast and the crew, had to take a bit of a 
hit in order to get ttiis show done - and we 
did it because we believed in the show. 


I understand that Vincent Price was one 
of those people. 

Vincent Price was on the set for, I believe, 
five days. If you can believe this, our paths 
never actually crossed. He was there taping 
during a week that I wasn’t, but to watch 
the show, you’d almost assume that it was 
just the two of us hanging around all day. I 
did meet him a few years later when I 
appeared on his variety speciai. But any- 
how, I do know that Vincent’s day rate was 
something in the neighbourhood of $1 5,000 
US - and this is in the early 1970s - but he 
agreed to work on Uie show for an entire 
week for the price of only one day because 
he believed in its greater value for children. 
He loved children, and he considered doing 
good work on a good show for children to 
be something that he could give to them. 

That was certainly very generous of him. 
Well, he was that kind of person. Another 
thing he did that really touched the crew 
was on a day when a taping had run over- 
time. he just disappeared all of a sudden 
and twenty minutes later, he reappeared in 
a cab with two cases of beer and he per- 
sonally handed out the bottles to the 
exhausted crew members. As I said, a won- 
derful person. 

Can you tell us anything that you heard 
about Vincent when he was taping his 
mock-sinister Frightenstein readings? 
What I heard was that he would read the 
poems once, out loud, to himself, just to get 
a feel for how they went, then they would 
roll the tape and he would of course read 
them off of the cue cards, and he apparent- 
ly completed the majority of them in one 
take. 
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THE HILARIOUS HOUSE 
OF FRIGHTENSTEIN VOL.l 

Starring Billy Van, Vincent Price 
and Fishka Rais 
Written and directed 
by Riff Markowitz 
Critical Mass 



Critical Mass, which did fright fans 
a great service with their superlative 
Black Christmas DVD, preserved yet 
another vital chapter of Canadian 
horror history by securing the rights 
to The Hilarious House of Frightenstein for rebroadcast on 
cable stations Drive-In Classics and Space last year. Now, 
biirteen of those remastered episodes are finally hitting DVD 
in a new tiiree-disc set. 

Billy Van’s bizarrely brilliant cavalcade of monsters first 
marched onto DVD last winter with a four-episode compila- 
tion from Empire Pictures, but excitement fizzled when it 
was revealed that the disc contained the sliced ’n’ diced 
30-minute syndicated American version of the show, 
including an unnecessary children’s laugh track. 

A massive improvement over the washed-out, pixelized 
Empire DVD, Critical Mass' set features lovingly restored 
hour-long programs, with superior colours, impressive 
detail and a beautifully cleaned-up soundtrack (the crew 
can even be heard laughing in the background!). Shot on 
video 35 years ago, Frighier}stein will never look perfect, but 
this is pretty damn close. 

There are, however, a couple of caveats: back in Van’s 
day, voice and music were combined onto a single, indivis- 
ible recording frack, and today the business of music copy- 
right has become more repugnant than Grizelda’s latest 
gouiash. Critical Mass has thankhjily cleared many of the 
classic rock songs the Wolfman spins, but the rights to the 
segment’s Sly and the Family Stone intro theme ! Want To 
Take You Higher proved cost prohibitive (Michael Jackson 
owns the song and demanded an unreasonable sum). 

Faced witfi dropping the Wolfman entirely, they instead 
re-recorded a slightly different version of the song (by The 
Tijuana Bibles, featuring Frightenstein crusader Stacey 
Case) and redubbed the Wolfman’s dialogue. While this 
change is noticeable, both the voice (provided by Hamilton 
native Dave Crichton) and the music are pretty good match- 
es. The intro of the show (originally composed by Robert 
Moog) was also recreated by Lou Pomanti (The Dexters, 
Canadian Idoti because the rights to Moog’s original theme 
were inaccessible despite DVD producer William Alexan- 
der's efforts to locate them. 

We may never get the definitive 
Frightenstein DVD experience - a slew 
of lost episodes, destruction of the 
original masters, and the lawsuit- 
happy music biz will see to that - 
but I pledge by the sign of the 
three-toed sloth that this is the 
essential collection for every 
Frightenstein fanatic. 

Paul Corupe 






WITH HEH LONG-RUNNING PROGRAM 
recently released to DVD AND A REALITY 
TV SHOW ON THE HORIZON. 

THE MISTRESS OF THE DARK RMAINS 
TELEVISION’S HORROR HOSTESS WITH 
the mostest. 




BY CHfiiS ALEXANDER 


H orror fans, chronic insomniacs and 
after-hours perverts aiike fondly 
recall nights cuddled up in front of 
the TV with the ultimate horror host- 
ess, Elvira. Mistress of the Dark. The 
ghoulish sex symbol was, between 1981 and 
1993, host of the nationally syndicated Elvira’s 
Movie Macabre, a funny, far-out late-night pro- 
gram that showcased the wildest horror, sci-fi 
and exploitation cinema ever spliced together. 
But no matter how good {Peeping Tom) or bad 
(The Day It Came to Earth) the features 
screened were, the main attraction was the 
Mistress herself. With her form-hugging, leg- 
revealing black dress, impossibly big beehive 



hairdo, overdone goth queen makeup and, of 
course, spectacular, gravity defying cleavage - 
she became an almost overnight sensation. 

The genesis of Elvira is the stuff of happily 
accidental Hollywood myth. Cassandra Peter- 
son, who spent the early parts of her life as 
both a Vegas showgirl and a rock 'n' roll singer 
in Rome (her first film appearance was in Felli- 
ni’s Roma), was a member of the famous LA 
comedy troupe The Groundlings. When Peter- 
son heard of an audition for a new TV horror 
host, she immediately applied. 

“Apparently they were looking for a sexy 
woman who does comedy, which I was, and I 
did,” Peterson tells Rue Morgue. “So I went in 
and auditioned and did this vailey girl act I had 
perfected and they hired me on the spot.” 

Peterson enlisted creative partners Robert 
Redding and John Paragon to shape the char- 
acter. Redding came up with the concept for 
the costume, while Paragon and Peterson 
worked on comedy bits. 

“If we had done it as a straight horror act, it 
would have been week after week of 'Come 
heeere dahhhiing! Dreeenk a glass ov blooood.’ 
and that would have gotten old really fast,” she 
jokes. 

The character was originally named Vampira, 
but, as Ed Wood fans know, Maila Nurmi had 
already used the character in Plan 9 From 
Outer Space. Having also used the character 
during a short-lived career as a horror host 
herself, Nurmi threatened to sue, so Peterson, 
who was already in production on her new 
show, needed a new moniker immediately. 

“Everyone on set wrote down a name and 
put it in a coffee can,” recalls Peterson “I 


think that song by the Oak Ridge Boys [called 
Elvira] had literally come out that week and I 
think someone thought it was a great name. I 
hated it but now I thank my lucky stars I picked 
it!” 

Peterson brought high doses of ditzy comic 
absurdity and vaudeville shtick to the role, cre- 
ating the antithesis of the dark and sexy blood- 
sucker visage, and it was this element of camp 
(‘Tm glad to see you’re back. You’re glad to see 
my front.") that truly made Elvira a household 
name. 

Though her long-running show still com- 
mands a fervent fan base, it has been sorely 
absent from DVD, Finally, Shout! Factory has 
rectified this, releasing six episodes (on three 
DVDs) of Movie Macabre, featuring the inim- 
itable Mistress in all her B-movie, D-cup, glory. 

The long-awaited releases, which include 
vintage Elvira hosting bumpers inserted in and 
around B-horror classics, feature Paul Naschy’s 
gorgeous Count Dracula's Great Love, the sexy 
Italian shocker The Devil’s Wedding Night, the 
kooky thriller The Doomsday Machine, the 
bizarre snoozefest Frankenstein’s Castle of 
Freaks, the Watergate satire Werewolf of Wash- 
ington and Andy Milligan’s no-budget Legacy of 
Blood. Prints of the films are suitably weather- 
beaten but surprisingly uncut, an added bonus 
considering the pictures were often edited for 
TV. 

“It’s so nice to be able to finally show these 
pictures as they originally were,” Peterson 
sighs. “1 especially loved the Spanish ones. 
They always had all these nude girls and les- 
bians. We would end up cutting so much of 
[that] out.” 
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MOVIE WACABRE 
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Van as one of Frightenstein 's most popular characters, 
Grizelda the Ghastly Gourmet, with Harvey Wallbanger. 


Let’s talk about Grizelda the Ghastly their traditionally dark roles and been seen 

Gourmet You mentioned she was a fan through fresh eyes - children’s eyes - as 

favourite along with the Wolfman. something different. 

Well, maybe 1 should take that back because 

it’s true that she is always one of the first Monsters, but not monstrous. 
characters that people who meet me want to Exactly so. And if I may say so, I believe tiiat 

talk about. But I can’t help but wonder if these we did succeed in that. At least. I’ve been told 

people are the parents of the kids who used that many, many times - hundreds, maybe 
to watch the show and not the kids them- more than a thousand. And there is no greater 

selves, because tiiey always bring up my little compliment. But we were talking about 

ad libs, like, “Eat your heart out, Barbara Grizelda, and what 1 wanted to say about her 
Streisand” - things that really wouldn’t have was that maybe she was the fans’ favourite 

resonated with the kids. and maybe she wasn’t - but she was my 

favourite. 

Was what the kids thought more impor- 
tant to you than what people in general Because her scripts, or improvs, or ad libs 
thought? were the funniest? 

On Frightenstein - of course. First and fore- Well, taping her segments was always a lot of 

most, Rightenstein was a children’s show, fun, yes, but that’s not why. I don’t mean to 

and this in turn created a number of require- get negative here because I’m really not a 

ments. First, children love repetition, and they negative person, but. . . let’s just say that the 

love distraction, which is why we came up Hilarious House wasn’t the happiest family 

with so many characters. The idea, you see, through and through. In each of Grizelda’s 

was to create a very, very large group of char- segments, she would throw an egg into a 

acters that would all appear in every episode cauldron, and as I hurled it - often with all my 

- repetition and dlsfraction. Second, we made might - 1 imagined that I was throwing it at. . . 

certain that the scariest tiling about Frighten- well, let’s say, one person associated with the 

stein was its name, because children don’t show... a person who I found to be a 

want to be scared - children want to be scoundrel. And you have to understand, for 

secure. A lot of people these days think of older people like me, “scoundrel” is a very 

Frightenstein as having been this wonderful powerful word - you use it for someone who 

horror show for children, which is nice, but has no honour, 

inaccurate. What you have to remember is 

that this was a children’s show with horror I'm going to speculate teat you’re talking 
elements, as opposed to a horror show that about Frightenstein’s producer, Riff 
would also appeal to children. Markowitz. 

I can’t answer that. Really, I shouldn’t have 


And contrary to rumours that claim Peterson 
will be officially hanging up her wig for good 
(she’s a natural redhead, by the way), the 57- 
year-old is in fact doing quite the opposite. 

“I actually have a reality show that I’m pitch- 
ing, where I’m looking to hire more Elviras to 
do my evil bidding. Y’know, sanctioned Elviras 
to do the appearances that I cannot do, since 
there’s, like, only one of me,” she says. “It’s 
only in the pitching stage at the moment, and 
I’d say at the earliest we’re looking at next Hal- 
loween. So no. I'm not retiring, just getting 
some people to help me out.” 

To keep, er, abreast, of Peterson’s appear- 
ances and to join her fan club, visit elvira.com. 


You certainly succeeded in imbu- brought it up. Anyone who worked on the 



ing monstrous icons with warm, 
■ fuzzy, completely non-threaten- 
ing personaiities. 

Well, the hope was that these mon- 
sters under the bed could break tiie chains of 


show would know who I am talking about. 
There was one person at the show, one very 
important person, a leader, who did not treat 
the cast and crew respectfully. We were a 


mily - there weren’t a whole lot of us, but 

Continued on p. 24 / 
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T he House of Shock, Eerie Street, The Mysterious j ^ I 

Lab of Dr. Fear, Double-Headed Theater - these j f 

were just a few of the weird and strange late-night ' , i 

television programs that gave many horror movie 
fans their first taste of fake blood. Showcasing 
campy creature features from the past, these shows ; 

became an unlikely pop culture sensation thanks to horror i 
hosts like Glioulardi, Morgus the Magnificent and Sven- I 
goolie, who kept viewers coming back week after week for ' iMi 
their macabre monologues and graveyard wit. 

Maila Nurmi, who began presenting films in Los Angeles i 
in 1954 under the guise of Vampira, is widely believed to be 
the first of these TV horror hosts. Creating an iconic look with a form-fit- 
ting black dress, long dark hair and arched eyebrows, Vampira introduced 
classic horror movies every week while she reclined in a skull-decorated 
chair on a foggy, cobweb-ridden set. Live television hosts were used in the 
1950s simply to read commercials and station identifications, but Vampi- 
ra put a distinct twist on her duties, deadpanning spooky puns in the style 
of old-time radio shows like The Witch's Tale and Inner Sanctum. Though 
The Vampira Show only lasted a year, it became an unlikely national phe- 
nomenon. landing Nurmi an Emmy for Most Outstanding Female Person- 
ality. Her gothic temptress look was also featured prominently in national 
magazine spreads before she finally achieved onscreen immortality in Ed 
Wood’s cult classic Plan 9 From Outer Space. 

In 1957. Vampira’s influential run really took hold when Universal Pic- 
tures compiled many of their best-loved horror films, including Oracula, 
Frankenstein, The Wolfman and The Mummy, into a broadcast package 
for television called Shock. Dozens of TV stations across North America 
picked up the collection, and, following in her eerie footsteps came up 
with ideas for their own horror movie-inspired hosts. Working on paste- 
board Gothic studio sets decked out with leftover Halloween decorations, 
out-of-work actors, local DJs and sometimes even the weather forecast- 
er from down the hall donned elaborate makeup and costumes to trans- 
form themselves into creepy - but still endearing - monster moderators, 
often becoming local celebrities in the process. 
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Like Vampira, many first-wave horror hosts like Selwin, Gorgon and 
Count Gregore gained coast-to-coast recognition, but undoubtedly the 
most famous character to present the Shock package was Roland, as 
played by John Zacherle. Zacherle was a bit-player on television in 
Philadelphia when he was brought on to do film introductions as a pale- 
faced, crypt-dwelling ghoul, but he quickly won over Philly audiences with 
a campy, poker-faced delivery and appropriately gory special effects. 
What really set him apart from his contemporaries was his “jump-in” style 
of hosting, in which humorous shots of him misbehaving in the studio 
were intermittently inserted into the broadcast, making him a real partic- 
ipant in the film rather than just a passive presenter. 

Zacherle later gained widespread fame when he appeared on Dick 
Clark’s American Bandstandto perform his novelty song Dinner With Drac, 
and eventually moved to a Manhattan TV station, renaming his gruesome 
alter-ego Zacherley. Personal appearances, record albums, paperback 
horror anthologies and even a mock presidential campaign followed, 
cementing Zacheriey’s reputation as a horror star in his own right who 
would set the spooky standard for decades to come. 

As the other studios got in on the action, releasing their dusty horror 
catalogues to TV, the airwaves suddenly overflowed with mad scientists, 
animated creatures and grinning ghouls: it seemed that in the ’60s and 
’70s, nearly every major city had its own local horror host (with the excep- 
tion of Canada, which had the singular Billy Van; see cover story). Broad- 



Photo of Vampira couresy of the Clint Hickman CollectionA'ampirasattic.com 


casting out of Portland. Oregon, for example, was 
Tarantula Ghoul, one of the country’s few female 
presenters, a darkly mysterious woman with a 
pet boa constrictor and distinct sets tailored to 
each movie she was presenting - from a mad 
scientist laboratory to an Egyptian sarcophagus. 

Wearing a black football jersey with the num- 
ber 13, Tampa Bay, Florida’s Shock Armstrong, 
The All-American Ghoul, was an athletic 
Frankenstein’s monster who tried to relate to his 
teen audience as he smashed TV sets in his 
messy bedroom. On the other side of the coun- 
try, Seattle’s Dr. ZinGRR would do gonzo parodies 
of the movies he hosted along with alter egos like 
Peter Gorre and Count Lickula. Not only did these 
hosts provide some comic relief for younger chil- 
dren, they also acted as viewing companions for 
older audience members, providing sardonic 
commentaries on each week’s fright flick. 

Like Zacherley, many hosts grew beyond the 
movies themselves to make an indelible mark on 
popular culture. They appeared in magazines 
such as Famous Monsters of Filmland, recorded 
music albums, and heavily influenced the mon- 
ster craze of the 1960s, which culminated with 
TheAddams Family and The MunsterslV series, 
both of which drew on the popularity of the Uni- 
versal films that the horror hosts helped resur- 
rect. Though a few landed small parts in horror 
films of the time, many found themselves more 
in demand when the children who had grown up 
watching their shows began to make movies of 
their own. 

Pittsburgh’s resident horror presenter Chilly 
Billy Cardille has a small role as a reporter in 
Night of the Living Dead, while Zacherley is 
briefly featured in Nick Zedd’s Geek Maggot 
Bingo and several of Frank Henenlotter’s films. 

The first syndicated horror host series, Elvira's 
Movie Macabre {see p. 20) and Joe Bob Briggs’ 
cable show Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater, persisted 
in the 1980s, but by the end of the decade 
declining ratings and the deluge of infomercials 
eventually bumped most hosts to local public 
access stations and sporadic convention appear- 
ances.. 

Still, the tradition persists as the latest horror 
hosts seek out new venues to present classic 
chillers. One avenue they’ve used to expand their 
viewership is the Horror Host Underground, a 
loose-knit organization of modern ghouls who 
trade copies of their latest cable-access 
episodes with each other, which are then aired all 
across the country. Others rely on selling their 
wares straight to audiences via home video - 
many of today’s horror hosts offer DVO-Rs for 
sale through their websites, including Kentucky’s 
I. Zombi and Missouri’s Stink-O-Rama. Long 
Island, NY cable access show Ghoui-A-Go-Go, a 
charming 1950s-styled monster dance party 
show featuring garage rock bands and educa- 
tional shorts, has even secured a distribution 
deal with cult label Something Weird Video, and 










Vampira, the original horror host, (inset) All American Ghoul. 

(below) Count Gore De Vol, (opposite) Zacherley and (inset) The Ghoul from Michigan. 


episodes of the program have turned up as 
bonus materials on several of SWV’s retail 
releases. 

Count Gore De Vol, one of the co-founders of 
the Horror Host Underground, has also helped 
create an internet broadcasting niche for tech- 
savvy hosts. Though he got his start (in Washing- 
ton, DC) in the early 1970s, the Count has fully 
embraced the digital age, offering not only DVDs, 
but free weekly audio and video podcasts 
through his site. Others have followed his lead, 
including Cinema Insomnia's Mr. Lobo, who pro- 
vides several of his episodes for direct download; 
35-year horror host veteran The Ghoul (Michigan) 
is now podcasting as welt, and Cincinnati, Ohio’s 
Meet Cleaver Theatre has a blog by pitchman 
Butch R. Cleaver, along with weekly YouTube dis- 
patches. 

In the wake of news that Fangoria has signed 
Austin, Texas’ Professor Anton Griffin to appear 
on their video-on-demand internet channel, the 
revival has finally spilled back onto national TV, 
as well. Rob Zombie, who included a horror host 
tribute in House of 1000 Corpses, has recently 
begun to introduce films from Ed Wood, Russ 
Meyer and Tod Browning on his Turner Classic 
Movies show TCM Underground. 

While Vampira. Zacherley and the others may 
have been borne of creative necessity, the mod- 


ern breed of horror host has proven that spooky 
showmanship never really goes out of style (even 
Elvira just signed a deal with Something Weird 
Video to host a series of classic B-movie ^ 
favourites on Comcast Video On Demand. Explor- 
ing specialty cable channels, internet broadcast- 
ing and digital media, these new purveyors of 
terror continue to mix horror and humour to fur- 
nish a new generation with their first real scary 
film experiences - even if it’s on an iPod, rather 
than a fuzzy, black and white TV set. S 





at the time, no one had ever seen anything 
like that before on television. It really was kind of 
groundbreaking, if I may say so. 


The songs that the Woffman played were, for 
the most part, contemporary rock hits. Did 
you clear them for usage? 

Well, no, we didn't, but we were just this little 
Canadian TV show and a lot of us were surprised 
that anyone outside of Hamilton ever saw it, so 
we didn't really think about those things at the 
time. I know that SCTV did the same thing later 
on. in their early years. We certainly weren't try- 
ing to steal anyone’s work or do any artist a dis- 
service: in our own way, we were celebrating 
them, [See sidebar for details on the copyright 
issues Critical Mass faced with their DVD release 
-Ed] 


Was the Wothnan’s makeup process as gru- 
elling as it looks? 

For me, the trickiest part with the Wolfman was 
talking through the fake teeth all day. You try that 


Clap For The Wolfman! Billy Van as The Wolfman, The Oracle and 
Bwana Clyde Batty. Below; A rare outtake of Van in the gorilla outfit 


we were all very close. And this person was not ing them as fast as we could. Bwana Clyde Batty 


some time - it's not easy! 


a part of our family. And he wanted it that way, he 
didn’t care. That’s all I can say. 

Can you comment on the status of the Fright- 
ensteln master tapes? Rumour has it that 
Markowitz actually destroyed them. 

I don’t know If that’s true. I have heard that as 
well, and I’d almost rather not ever know the 
truth, just in case they were destroyed. At least 
not knowing, there’s a chance that they still exist. 
... No, I take it back - 1 sincerely wish I did know. 
But I don’t think I ever will; they’ve been out of 
my hands for a very tong time now. 

Let’s talkabouta few of your minorFrighien- 
stein characters. The Oracle - were you try- 
ing for a Peter Lorre voice with him? 

Yes, I was - but crossed with Sabu “the Elephant 
Boy’’ [who starred as Mowgii in the 1 942 version 
of The Jungle Book]. 

I’m given to understand that Bwana Clyde 
Batty and Dr. Pet Vet were late additions to 
tee show. 

Well, Frightenstein was always supposed to be a 
children’s show, but our original vision for it was 
that it would just be sheer madcap, slapstick, 
silly entertainment. But someone at the network 

- or perhaps it was someone in the government? 

- anyhow, someone saw some of the early 
shows as they were putting them together and 
determined that we could not qualify for funding 
as a children’s show because we did not include 
enough educational material. And really, at that 
point, I suppose that we probably hadn't includ- 
ed any educational material because, as I say, we 
just wanted to entertain kids. So we put our 
heads together and we came up with a bunch of 
educational ideas and characters, and got to tap- 


and Dr. Pet Vet both taught children about ani- 
mals, and the main difference between them 
(well, aside from their costumes) was that Bwana 
Clyde used film footage to show kids lions and 
tigers and such - animals that we could never 
possibly bring onto the show - and Dr. Pet Vet 
would bring real live small animals, particularly 
dogs and salamanders and snakes and such. 

The Grammar Slammer Bammer corrected 
Igor every time he broke one of tee rules of 
grammar, and the idea was teaf he was going 
to "slam and bam” Igor if Igor didn’t correct 
himself quickly - which Igor always seemed 
to do. So, did the Grammar Slammer Bammer 
ever get to "slam and bam” Igor? 

Well, if we didn’t let the Count bring Brucie to life, 
do you think we would’ve let the Grammar Slam- 
mer Bammer get what he wanted?! 

Let’s talk about the Wolfman - we saved the 
best for last. 

The best? Maybe, maybe .... Obviously the Wolf- 
man was our answer to Wolfman Jack, the pop- 
ular ’60s DJ. As we did with postman Harvey 
Wallbanger, I said to myself, “What if Wolfman 
Jack actually was a werewolf?” And the skit just 
followed naturally from there. 

You’re saying it followed naturally that tee 
Wolfman would dance around in front of 
Chroma-Key backdrops to psychedelic rock 
songs? 

Okay, maybe that wasn’t obvious, but it was fun! 
You know. I’m not entirely sure how that whole 
Chroma-Key thing came about. All that I remem- 
ber is that Riff Markowitz asked the guys in the 
videotape department to come up with some 
kind of psychedelic effect, and they sure did - 


We’ve established that Frightenstein didn’t 
want to scare children, but did you ever hear 
about any characters nevertheless coming 
across as scary to tee viewers? 

I have an interesting story for you, and I think that 
it’s the perfect way to end this wonderful chat. 1 
once received a fan letter from a lady whose 
granddaughter was so afraid of monsters that 
she was having trouble sleeping at night. The 
thing is, for some reason, she wasn’t afraid of my 
Frightenstein character, the one, the only, the 
Wolfman. So I phoned the grandmother and 
asked if there was anything I could do - if maybe 
it would help if her granddaughter got a person- 
al phone call from the Wolfman. She agreed, and 
as it happened, the granddaughter was right 
there at that moment, so I called back and asked 
to speak to the little girl. She came on the phone 
and whispered, “Is this really Wolfman?” And I 
said, “What are you scared of all them monsters 
for? I’m the Wolfman, and I’ll take care of you.” 
And apparently, she never had trouble sleeping at 
night again. 

To which I’ll say, “Clap 
for the Wolfman” 
indeed! 

To which I’ll respond, 
thank you so very 
much for your time 
and your interest. 

It’s wonderful to 
know that people 
still care about the 
work we did. ^ 



- \ ' 
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HE'S THE DIRECTOR EVERYONE LOVES TO 
HATE. WHO IS HE? HOW DOES HE MANAGE 
TO FINANCE SO MANY BAD MOVIES? 
/MOW INVESTIGATES... 



THE STRANGE CASE OF 

oiimm 


W ith his heavy German accent, fiercely outspoken nature 
and truly dreadftjl video game-based movies House of the 
Dead, Alone in the Dark and Bloodrayne under his belt, 
Uwe Boll may be the most vilified filmmaker of his gener- 
ation. An entire subculture of Boll-bashing has emerged on the internet, 
and with the director himself throwing fuel on the fire by constantly 
responding to his critics, he seems tailor-made to fulfill the role of the 
director we love to hate. 

But there’s a serious flipside to this silliness. With death threats forc- 
ing him to travel with bodyguards every time he attends a film festival, 
and with weary distributors taking seriously his low scores on the Inter- 
net Movie Database (often from users who haven’t even seen his films), 
Dr. Boll - he has a doctorate in literature - figured it was high time 
detractors learned a little lesson about responsibility. So, on September 
23 in Vancouver, B.C., in what is one of the most bizarre publicity stunts 
of all time, the filmmaker demolished four of his critics, one after anoth- 
er, in a boxing match before an audience of hundreds. Our own Schizoid 
Cinephile, Chris Alexander, was among the unlucky quartet of film 


er inurr AMonem 

reviewers who failed to go the distance with one of Germany’s most 
eccentric exports (see p.29 for more on the bout). 

But it gets weirder. With the filmmaker’s latest horror offeriog Seed (an 
original film written by Boll, which reportedly features a nine-minute 
shot of a head smashed to smithereens with a hammer), a comedy re- 
edit of House of the Dead (Lionsgate), a Lord of the ft/nps-style fantasy 
epic starring Burt Reynolds and Ray Liotta (adapted from the video game 
Dungeon Siegdi and the film that Boll’s currently shooting. Postal -an 
exercise in unrestrained offensiveness starring Boll himself as the 
owner of a Nazi theme park, with Verne (Mini-Me) Troyer as his tmsty 
sidekick - the much-maligned but impressively prolific director seems 
to be embracing his notoriety wdh sadistic glee. 

With all of this bizarre Bollishness in the pipeline. Rue Morgue fig- 
ured it was time to take a closer look at this strange and often mis- 
understood character who, despite his track record of bona fide 
hackery, oddly remains one of the busiest directors working today. 

We caught up with Boll the day after the fights, to dig at the mystery 
of how he does it and why. 
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House of the Dead: Currently ranked in the bottom 15 on the IMDb. 


How do you feel about the culture of Boll 
bashing that exists on the internet? 

I could lie and say I don't give a shit about the 
reviews or the message boards or I could say 
the truth. I read it all, I go on websites and I 
check it all out. i have nothing against bad 
reviews and if people write a funny review and 
trash me, I can live with that. And the compar- 
isons with Ed Wood are good because I like Ed 
Wood. He at least made movies and tried his 
best and squeezed out what he could get with 
almost no money. But there is that other aspect 
to it where people try to destroy my career, to 
insult me, to spread wrong information about 
me or to damage me in a financial way. And this 
is the reason why I did that boxing match 
because at some point, people should think 
about their own responsibility when they write 
something. ... I’m very critical of my own 
movies, and I think that Heart of America is my 
best movie but I think that Bloodrayne is way 
better - from the way it's made to the way it’s 
written - than Alone in the Dark. I think to vote 
Bloodrayne in the bottom 50 of IMDb is totally 
unfair. 

You’re currently shooting an adaptation of 
the controversial game Postal and wit- 
nessed baby killings and homicidal cops 
uttering terrible racial slurs. So, if you’re 
becoming the most vilified director of your 
generation, I can only imagine that Postal is 
going to take it to another level. Is that your 
plan, to go out in a blaze of bullets? 

Exactly. 1 don’t have enough enemies. We 
thought let’s add the Taliban into it, the CIA, the 


ultra-Christians. Let’s 
get It all more heated 
up. I think it’s time to do 
a movie like Postal, to give a really harsh cri- 
tique of what’s going on worldwide. We made it 
on purpose and there’s a reason why there are 
no big stars in Postal, because they all pussied 
out. 

Much has been written about the German 
tax credit system which has helped fund a 
lot of your films. Can you explain how that 
system works? 

The rule was in 1997 or 1996 that if you’re the 
producer of a movie and you have private 
investors putting money in, they can write off 
that money. Let’s say you have a doctor who 
makes about $300,000 a year. In Germany, he’ll 
pay $150,000 in taxes. If he puts $100,000 into 
a movie, his income goes down to $200,000 
and he pays only $50,000 in taxes. That means 
he invests, in reality, only 50 percent of his 
investment. The rest pays the tax. The miscon- 
ception is that it’s all about losing the money 
but that’s complete bullshit. The first year they 
invest, they want to reduce their taxes but the 
other 50 percent is at full risk and they want 
that money back. So, all the German funds were 
[supposed] to make profit but nobody made a 
profit because Hollywood ripped everybody off. 
And people were saying on the 
internet that they couldn’t believe 
I was getting more and more 
money to make films because 
my movies, compared to 
other movies, were not per- 
forming at the US box 
office. But the reality is, we 
shoot the movies quite 


cheaply compared to the studios, we own the 
works and we get huge money out of DVD 
sales. The main point is that I return more 
money to the investors compared to the funds 
going into Holiywood films. 

Does being financed outside of the Holly- 
wood system afford you the liberty to be so 
outspoken? 

I never pussy out in front of the studios because 
i’m hoping that Warner Bros, will hire me as a 
director at some point, so I say what I think. I’ve 
had meetings with distribution companies 
where it was really loud and clear that if you 
cheat me. I’ll do everything I can to get you out 
of business, even if you’re a mini-major. I will 
hurt you, believe me. It’s not a children’s busi- 
ness and they know that. And I think this is one 
of the reasons why some people on the internet 
have written that I have a big mouth, that I’m 
arrogant or whatever. But the reality is, I have 
the responsibility of five or six thousand 
investors and they kick my ass. They tell me in 
Germany, “Bring us the fucking money back no 






OUR SCHIZOID CINEPHIIE GETS IN THE RING WITH THE 
GENRE'S MOST VILIEIED EILMMAKER, AND LIVES TO TELL THE TALE... 

RUE MffitUE 


T hose who know me tend to label me impulsive, and it was that 
very compulsive impulsiveness that saw me answering the call of 
the weird, as legendary lousy German filmmaker Uwe Boll {House 
of the Dead, Alone in the Dark, Bloodrayne) invited me to partici- 
pate in a kill-or-be-killed three round boxing blowout, irreverently dubbed 
“Raging Boll" by sponsors GoidenPalace.com. See, in June 2006, Boll, the 
modern Sultan of Suck, challenged his most venomous critics to embark 
on one of the most outlandish PR stunts ever mounted, and somehow this 
smartass scribe became a pivotal piece of the pugilist puzzle. 

TRe pitch: LJwe Boll - an amateur boxer in his homeland for ten years 
- would choose five of his critics and fly them out to Vancouver, all 
expenses paid, put them up at a swanky hotel for six days, feature them 
as extras in his new film Postal and, yes, on Saturday, September 23 at 
The Plaza of Nations arena, stick 1 0oz gloves on them and take each one 
on in a rock ’em, sock ’em, boxing match. 

Having routinely slagged Boll, calling him a “a terrible filmmaker” and 
“the bad movie czar” on Rue Morgue Radio, I answered the challenge and 
submitted my stats (age: 32, height 5’1 1 ”, weight 155lbs - not ISOIbs, 
as listed on the event’s website ragingboll.com!). Why? Weil. I wanted to 
do it I had to do it Not content to just rest on my xymp and call this cin- 
ematic sinner out in print and radio, I needed to stare him square in the 
eye and say “gimmie yer worst, ya bum!” 

In early August. I learned that I was the only Canadian critic chosen 
(three others were American and one a Spaniard, who fought in Spain in 
early September) and'almost immediately my Rue Morgue Radio co-host 
Stuart Andrews opted to capture seemingly every waking moment lead- 
ing up to the bout on "film for a documentary. I found an official sponsor 
in Wayne Bourque, owner of Toronto-based gym Centre Ring, who pro- 
ceededto thrust my tired ass into a limb-tearing world of jump rope, lung- 
seating cardio and jaw-rattling sparring that would alternately depress 
^ and exhilarate me. I trained like mad, ate (sorta) right, cut out drinking 
tos!) and sex (ultra yikesl). i was a guppie out of the tank and dammit, 
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if I couldn't find the eye of the tiger, I was gonna at least aim for the nos- 
tril of the hamster. 

The buildup to the match was an escalating opera of surrealism; from 
us cornering Rue Morgue Festival of Fear guests Alice Cooper, Roddy 
Piper and Jeffery Combs for on-camera tips on how to break bones, to 
appearances on MTV where the producers got me worked up WWE-style 
before revealing that Boll was actually hiding on the phone line, “Now I 
don’tfeel so bad sending you home in a coffin”, said Boll while I sat wide- 
eyed in disbelief. 

But nothing compared to my arrival in sunny Vancouver itself, my terri- 
fied wife and the lens-wielding Andrews in tow, where I actually met the 
mad German on the set of Postal (a sick and twisted new gore comedy 
that sports, amidst other atrocities, a fist fight between Mohammed and 
Osama Bin Laden!) and in which, as per our agreement, i was cast as a 
trailer park-dwelling extra. Then, press conference followed press con- 
ference followed photo shoot. Wired magazine was on hand to take shots 
of my getup and pick our collective brains about this slice of media-bait- 
ing insanity. CBC, Variety, The Hollywood Reporterandthe BBC also made 
appearances to essay the madness. 

Suddenly it was Saturday evening, and it all became uncomfortably 
real. I knew I couldn’t win against this human C-movie-makin’ bulldozer, 
so I decided to showboat instead. Slinking into my official Rue Morgue 
trunks, giant rubber bat wings (courtesy of Specter Studios), licensed El 
Santo wrestling mask, and putting on the red gloves (I wanted black 
gloves, but what the hey), I was truly ready to give it my all - such as it 
was. 

Andrews was in my corner, while Boll's posse boasted a ragtag bunch 
of actors from his films, including Michael Pare (who was the freakin’ 
emcee) and Bloodrayne herself Kristianna Lokken, begging from ringside 
for Boll to put me to bed. This spectacle, which was available to down- 
load for five bucks, was apparently watched by over 6500 viewers. 

The first two boxers of the night (Something Awful’s Richard “Lowtax” 
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‘M A HORNET INTERRUPTED. BOLL WENT INTO OVERDRIVE, 
KNOCKING ME TO THE MAT WITH ANOTHER HATMAKER.” 


from Batwings to Bloodied: Chris Alexander fights 
Uwe Boll at Vancouver's Plaza of Nations. 
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Kyanka and Ain’t it Cool News’ Jeff Schneider) fancied the whole thing as a gag and 
weren’t prepared to get decimated at tfie hands of a single-minded madman who 
takes the sport of boxing i/ery seriously. Lowtax got his lethal licks early, receiving a 
series of face-caving blows, and ultimately threw in the towel. later, he called Boll a 
“fucking asshole” to his face and attempted to slag him anew in the press. The 
unfortunate Schneider tried valiantly, only to end up with a half-hour ringside puke 
session, an oxygen mask and a siren-wailing hospital trip. (Carlos Palencia Jimenez- 
Argiiello was pummelled by Boll earlier this month in Spain and was not in Vancou- 
ver.) 

I was third on the card. My adrenaline was up, and with my own musical compo- 
sition Trauma blasting over the auditorium sound system, i came out roaring, feeling 
surprisingly limber and ready to do some damage. Keeping my right up, woi1<ing my 
jab and doing my best to break Boll’s balls, I was going to - live or die - give this 
muthafuckin’ 600-strong crowd a show. Fists flew furiously and I did actually get i n 
some great shots to Boll’s gut and jaw, only to be stunningly cold-cocked by 
Director’s devastating left hook. I reeled, eyes rolled back in my head, I saw stars, 
but jumped back only to - WHAM! - get tagged again in the kisser. Taking a second 
to recover, I then proceeded to attack the muscle-bound ball of rage before - 
- another head rattler was dealt to my dazed cranium. 

End of first round, 1 had survived. But 1 knew I wouldn’t last. It was time to empio' 
my secret weapon. 

“Fake blood!" I hollered at Andrews, who, along with four other strategically placed 
cameras under our employ, was, of course, filming the entire thing. 

“You sure?” he asked, himself worked into a frenzy. 

“Do it!” I screamed. And he did. With a bitter mouthful of stage blood. I came out 
roaring. When, again, Boll tagged my jaw, I unleashed a stream of faux plasma that 
sent the coiled fighter reeling back in shock. Sticking out my tongue Gene Simmons- 
style and screaming like a crazed demon, I landed my last really good punch, square 
on his maw. But when he realized he’d been had, that was it, man. Like a hornet 
interrupted, Boll went into overdrive, knocking me to flie mat with another haymak- 
er. Still, I got up. as fake blood now blended with real blood from a gash on my fore- 
head and a split eyebrow. I clinched him, I tried to hammer him and I almost had him 
on the run when - BLAMMO! - a massive cranium crusher and dowwwn 1 went! 

I felt my nose swelling. I couldn’t see straight. My left arm ached. 1 realized that 
one more blow might very well dislodge my brain from its stem or shatter my eye- 
balls. So, lying there in a dazed heap, I opted to throw in the towel. Boll stood victo- 
rious. 

As I staggered from the ring, people came up to me. Apparently 1 had done pretty 
well, compared to the first two schmoes, anyway. The last challenger, a well-trained 
seventeen-year-oid kid named Chance Minter got annihilated in under a minute. Ulti- 
mately, I was apparently the only one who gave it a re^ go. Hell, Boil himself 
applauded both my jab and my blood-spurting theatrics, and though 1 got the living 
scheiBe pounded out of me, it could have been far worse. 

I left Vancouver with an impression of Boll as a delightfully insane, two-fisted 
rogue, and a shockingly honest one at that, someone who loves film and adores what 
he does, giving it his ail and more importantly remaining one of the only truly prof- 
itable, completely independent filmmakers currently working - and that’s something. 
Yes, House of the Dead\s still inexcusably dreadful and sure, Alone in the Dar/r still 
sucks harder an asthmatic octogenarian, but the man behind these subpar pics is a 
true original and someone who commands a kind of queasy respect. It took almost 
two rounds of merciless skull battering to make me see this rather profound truth 
about the artist vs. the art, but hey, sometimes that’s exactly what it takes to get 
through to a Schizoid schmuck like me. . . who hit like a brick and fell like a ti'ee. % 




Tell me about this comedic re-edit of House 
of the Dead. 

We actually spent a long time on it. We even 
shot new stuff on DV where I get killed. 
[Laughs] It’s like a revenge for me to release the 
“real” House of the Dead. And we put in a lot of 
the crap that we shot initially, but because it’s 
so idiotic and over-the-top, we couldn’t use it 
for the actual movie. Clint Howard came up with 
the idea that instead of weapons, they’re smug- 
gling David Hasselhoff CDs. We actually shot 
stuff like this but couldn’t use it. So we sat 
down, re-edited the movie and put all that stuff 
back in. And then we did a Mystery Science 
Theatre thing with two critics who hated House 
of the Dead providing commentaries in comjc 
pop-ups. 

After ail the excitement of the matches, do 


t Alone in die Dark: The nadir of Christian Slater's career, (inset) Boll directing 
Tara Reid as a young genius anthropologist (!!), and (below) a scene from 
- Bioodrayne, his most accomplished video game adaptation. 



matter what you have to do. Shoot the people, negative response from horror fans because 

blackmail the people, sue the people, we don’t they thought Alone in the Dark and House of the 

give a shit. We gave you the money so bring our Dead should be horror movies. But they’re not 

money back.” So I try to do that. horror games, they’re more action-horror. I 

think I’ve done a real horror movie with Seed. 
You’ve positioned yourself as a specialist of And the reason I wrote and developed it for a 

video game adaptations. What is the appeal long time was to do something where I make a 

of videogame-based movies? point to say to the horror fans, okay, I can do a 

I got the House of the Dead script while I was really serious, non-cheesy, non-humorous and 

shooting Heart of America [a drama from 2003 very depressing horror movie, 
about a school shooting]. I read the script and I 

didn’t like it. I’d always wanted to do a zombie In House of the Dead, you appropriate the 

movie but not like this, not an action-driven style of video game action sequences, going 

thing. I wanted to do more of a horror movie, but so far as to splice actual scenes from the 

I said okay, let’s combine it. And to this day, this video game into the film. For the casual 

is the movie we've made the most profit on. And viewer, the logic behind those scenes is a lit- 

this was the reason to keep going with the video tie bewildering. What was your intent? 
game-based movies, because with the investors The idea in that big fight sequence was to go 

in Germany, if I pitch an idea and say that it’s an totally out of context and outside the normal 

Atari video game that’s sold two-and-a-half- logic of film. In one scene [the actress] has a 

million copies worldwide, it’s easier to raise the shotgun, the next she has two handguns. We did 


you think you’ll fight publicly again? 

Only against Jean-Claude Van Damme. So if 
you're reading this, Jean-Claude, you’re next in 
the ring. We should meet in Mandalay Bay but 
only with a big HBO pay-per-view contract in 
our pockets. 

Why Van Damme? 

Because he’s a pussy and we all know that the 
fist-fighting bullshit he did in the movies was 
fake. He’s a poser and, to be honest, if it gets 
really serious, he has no chance. 

Our very own editor-in-chief ready wanted 
to taste your blood but you wouldn’t accept 
her as a contender. Why not? 

She came in with the application before Chris 
Alexander and I said I couldn’t fight against a 
woman but she didn’t want to accept it. And I 
said this isn’t going to be a show fight so I 
offered her an actress, Julia Sandberg Hansson. 

I said, go with her in the ring, but she pussied 
out. What is going on with Jovanka? 

She wanted you. Boll. She didn’t want to 
fight a woman. That was an insult to her. 



money compared with pitching an original idea. 


the camera spinning and the Matrix set-up Don’t worry. After she sees the video of the 

because I wanted to do some pop culture, Andy fights, she’ll be happy she wasn’t in the ring. % 

Warhol-driven crazy shit. There are a lot of 

experiments in that scene, like two or three 

thousand cuts in 45 seconds and 

cuts down to one frame, where 

■you can’t even see it ^ 

because it’s so fast. It’s 
kind of absurd but I f 

wanted .to do some- 

thing that is so different ^ 

that people talk about it 

later. [Laughs] 1 actual' -a % 

ly got that response . |n -r ^ \ 

but in a very negative ' 


What are some of the challenges of adapting 
video games into movies? 

During Alone in the Dark, I went deeper into the 
whole video game world. I played various 
games, read the game bibles, got in contact 
with video game companies and really thought 
about what stories are interesting, what charac- 
ters are interesting and what games would be 
interesting to make into movies. But then you 
face the problem that if you want to make a 
movie with a tittle more story to it, you hurt the 
feelings of the game fans because they have 
their own ideas. A lot of video games have only 
one or two acts; there is no real story so you 
have to create your own story if you play the 
game. So I got a backlash. And I also got a lot of 
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T here is a brand of horror for every culture 
and subculture, which isn’t surprising as 
every culture and subculture wages its 
own battles, and as such must confront 
its own unique fears. This is especially 
true of queer culture, which 
has long fought for accep- 
tance in society. 

Queer fiction, never mind 
queer horror fiction, has 
faced a similar battle. As 
recently as a couple of 
decades ago, books with 
homosexual content were 
seized at borders - reading 
such material was the height 
of taboo. But, like anything 
that fights for acceptance, a 
certain unwavering persever- 
ance forms. With battles for 
same-sex equality splashed 
across the pages of national 
newspapers and gay charac- 
ters appearing more frequently on both the big 
and small screens, queer horror fiction is final- 
ly coming into its own as well. 

"I’m not sure I’d categorize [queer horror] as 
a movement,” says Michael Rowe, editor of the 
much-lauded Queer Fear anthology series 


{RM#29) and author of the upcoming collection 
of essays Other Men's Sons. "I think it's rather 
a case of gay and lesbian writers who thought 
that the horror field wouldn’t welcome them 
suddenly realizing that new ground was being 
broken, and trying to get 
their stories into print.” 

Queer Fear (2000) was the 
first prominent gay horror 
anthology, and a ground- 
breaking achievement in 
many ways. Rowe’s criteria 
for the collection, which 
included accepting only top- 
notch horror tales, not mere- 
ly “stroke stories”, raised the 
bar even further. The anthol- 
ogy is full of vampires, were- 
wolves, zombies, ghosts, 
serial killers and many less 
easily described monsters, 
supplied by both queer and 
straight writers, male and 
female alike, including Brian Hodge, Caitlin R. 
Kiernan, Nancy Kilpatrick and Douglas Clegg 
(/?/W#43) - who submitted his first openly gay 
short story. 

“I was inspired to put the Queer Fear collec- 
tions together because, as a child growing up 


in the ’70s who loved horror; I never saw my 
own stories represented there,” Rowe admits. 
“Gay characters were either rare, disposable, 
or loathsome, as in The Sentinel, Jeffrey Kon- 
vitz’s profoundly homophobic [horror] novel 
where lesbians are presented on par with axe 
murderers, freaks and degenerates. Like mil- 
lions of other gay men and lesbians, I spent my 
childhood and teenage years transposing the 
stories of heterosexuals onto my own because 
those stories weren’t present.” 

Most would agree that the earliest incarna- 
tion of same-sex horror fiction is J. Sheridan Le 
Fanu’s lesbian vampire novella Carmilla, pub- 
lished in 1872, athough other authors such as 
John Polidori, Henry James, Algernon Black- 
wood, Matthew Gregory Lewis, Oscar Wilde, 
Karl Heinrich Uirichs and Lord Byron are also 
variously credited as being early queer horror 
pioneers. But even in the 1800s, lesbianism, 
despite being considered perverse, was still 
more acceptable than male homosexuality. 
Rowe suggests if a male character of that peri- 
od had spoken a line such as Carmilla's “Dar- 
ling, darling, I live in you; and you would die for 
me, I love you so”, it would not only have been 
morally reprehensible but perhaps also legally 
actionable. 

“There has always been a terrible prejudice 
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J. Sheridan Le Fanu 
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against male homosexuality in the horror 
genre, which has so often accepted, albeit 
uneasily, lesbian characters, whether it is the 
sexuaily ambiguous women in Shirley Jack- 
son’s The Haunting of Hill House - Jackson 
herself resisted Nell and 
Theodora being categorized as 
lesbians - or the voluptuous, 
omnisexual Miriam Blaylock in 
Whitley Strieber’s The Hunger," 
says Rowe. 

Even in these earliest of 
incarnations, lesbianism was 
more easily marketable to the 
masses. Straight males have 
always been more likely to read 
a lesbian tale than one featuring 
gay male protagonists; it's no 
secret that most hot-blooded 
men find the idea of two women together erot- 
ic. That said, lesbian horror has in many ways 
diverged, forming a history and legacy of its 
own, rarely sharing the same struggles as that 
of its gay male counterpart. 

“I’m not a connoisseur of lesbian fiction in 
any sense, but the lesbian vampire fiction I 
have read suggests to me that [it] is more pre- 
pared to address feminist issues that may also 
relate to straight women,” Rowe notes. “Gay 
male horror tends to deal with issues facing 
gay men more exclusively - homophobia, 
social alienation based on sexual identity, AIDS, 
and the expulsion at an early age from the tribe 
of straight men.” 

Despite being sated with the occasional 
queer horror pulp novel in Vie ’60s and early 
’70s (such as Don Holliday’s Three on a Broom- 
stick and William J. Lambert’s Valley of the 
Damned}, gay males had to wait until the mid- 
1970s and the publication of Anne Rice’s Inter- 
view With a Vampire to be fairly represented in 
a mainstream horror release, and even that 


could be argued on the basis that by being 
vampires, Lestat and Louis have ascended 
beyond human sexuality altogether. 

Intellectual debate aside, Rice and, years 
later. Poppy Z. Brite {Lost Souls, Exquisite 
Corpse) helped carve a place for 
queer horror on mainstream 
bookstore shelves. 

“They primed the marketplace 
by forcing their very loyal and 
extensive fan base to accept and 
deal with gender variant, gay and 
bisexual characters,” explains 
Rowe. “No mainstream publisher 
would ever again be able to dis- 
miss [sexual] variance out of hand 
after them. ... It’s interesting to 
me that many of 
the avatars of 
queer horror have been 
women - Poppy Z. Brite, Anne 
Rice, Gemma Files, Nancy Kil- 
patrick, Sephera Giron, to 
name a few. I don’t think 
women are necessarily more 
intrinsically tolerant, but I do 
think women have a sense of 
what it means to be marginal- 
ized that many straight men - 
because of the way they are 
socialized - don’t.” 

By the 1990s, even more 
small and modest-sized press- 
es took chances on queer 
genre fiction, including Alyson 
Books with its line of erotic gay 
horror novels and Cleis Press with its gay and 
lesbian vampire anthologies. Yet, despite all its 
genre inroads, queer fear tales still existed 
largely under the radar. 

“Queer horror fiction, by and large, remains 
the province of the small press, or the literary 
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publishing house that sees queer horror fiction 
as transgressive," says Rowe, adding that at 
the same time it's promising to see the number 
of straight male genre scribes who have 
stepped up to the plate to contribute to various 
queer horror anthologies. 

Rowe ventures, “I think it just never occurred 
to them because they hadn’t been asked to 
write it before ... and there was no venue for it. 
Some maie horror writers, both gay and 
straight, will always have a broomstick up their 
ass. In the case of straight male writers, often 
because their imagination and skill apparently 
fails them when it comes to writing gay horror, 
and in the case of gay male writers, because 
they are desperately holding onto a sense of lit- 
erary ‘legitimacy’ and an imagined fear of 
being pigeonholed or 
labeled as a ‘gay horror 
writer.’” 

Though to some extent 
that’s also slowly chang- 
ing. For instance, when 
Clive Barker came out 
publicly in the early 
1990s, releasing the 
novels Sacrament and 
Galilee (both prominently 
featuring queer charac- 
ters), it not only forced 
serious horror fans to 
accept the notion that 
gay horror writers were 
working in the genre, but 
that their work was eas- 
ily on par with that of 
their straight counterparts. Despite this break- 
through, certain prejudices continue to loom 
large within the professional horror community 
itself. 

“The fact that queer horror has never been 
awarded a Bram Stoker or the International 

RUE MORGUE 33 5 



/UOliPSE ? 

1. BRIffi: 


; 




:Vf IT YORK TIMES BP.STSELLlSG At THOK 
OF SAC&iMEST AND EVERVILLE 



GALILEE 





Triptych of Terror 

John Michael Curlovich, Micheal Rowe 
and David Thomas Lord 
Alyson Books 

The boundaries between life and death, natural 
and supernatural, really are weakest at Halloween, 
or so attests the queer horror collection Triptych of 
Terror. These three seasonal stories about the 
wicked things that stalk 
the October night are 
also tales of youth and 
youth corrupted, and, in 
one case, an unexpected 
return to those days - 
with dire consequences. 

These are universal 
themes, even if the char- 
acters' particular love 
interests prove less so. 

In the opener, A Holy 
Time for All the Dead, a 
young priest is sent to a 
nowhere village with 
strict orders to bring 
Halloween back to the church. But this isn't his 
only battle; more than anything he wants to be a 
good Christian, which also means leaving his 
male ex-lover behind forever. However, every- 
thing from the gargoyles that dance on his 
church’s roof to the unusual late-night visits 
from his ex seem to be conspiring to make this 
Halloween anything but holy. 

Mikey, of Michael Rowe’s In October, has a 
different problem. The still-closeted teen would 
do anything for love, and almost anything to stop 
the constant bullying from his peers. This 
includes murdering a cat in order to perform a 
black magic ritual to exact revenge on his ene- 
mies after a particularly brutal beating and mak- 
ing a final decision guaranteed to leave readers 
blinking in stunned disbelief. 

But the most innovative tale is saved for last. 
David Thomas Lord’s Secrets of the /isy follows 
Tom Hogan, a middle-aged man who can’t snap 
free from the depression brought on by his 
lover’s death until he encounters a fairy (of the 
mythological sort) in a bathroom on Pride Day 
and forces it to grant him a very special, but 
double-edged, wish. Chilling right ’til the final 
moment, this is easily one of the best short fic- 
tion entries of the year, queer or otherwise. 

Triptych is an exceptional read, not just for the 
moments where horror fiction conventions are 
challenged, but for the humanity imbued in its 
characters. There may be many queer issues 
tackled, but there are many more simply horrif- 
ic human ones here, too. 

Monica S. Kuebler 
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Horror Guild Award speaks for itself,” 
explains Rowe of the lingering stigma. “That 
may sound like sour grapes, but it has more 
to do with the notion that horror has gener- 
ally been a fairly conservative field - 
Stephen King compared horror writers to 
Rotarians, and I think he’s right. ... Much of 
horror has traditionally turned on either a 
male aggressor/female victim axis or a 
female ‘bitch’ aggressor/male victim axis. 
Sexism and homophobia share many of the 
same roots, and within that paradigm there 
is rarely room for queer 
horror." 

But it goes deeper than 
just being overlooked for 
industry awards, some- 
times even extending 
into day-to-day interac- 
tions and functions. 

“You occasionally get 
strained politeness from 
other horror writers on 
panels or at conventions, 
and more than one gay 
horror author has a varia- 
tion on the tale of being 
asked to contribute to a 
mainstream ‘erotic hor- 
ror’ anthology but being 
warned not to write a gay 
horror story unless it involves juicy lesbians 
who realize, just in time, that what they 
really need is a ‘real man,”' reveals Rowe. 

Yet, queer horror continues to cultivate a 
strong following, as evidenced by the fact 
that the subgenre has several stars of its 
own, including Michael Marano, author of 
1998’s critically acclaimed novel Dawn 
Song and David Thomas Lord, whose books 
Bound in Blood and Bound in Flesh - 
despite their overly sexualized cover 


designs - not only boast superior prose but 
have helped redefine queer vampire fiction 
with their elaborate, twisting plot lines and ' 
brutal re-envisioning of the classic crea- 
tures of the night. Additionally, Douglas 
Clegg, Gemma Files, and Stoker Award-win- 
ner Lee Thomas - who writes both main- 
stream and queer horror - are considered 
authors to watch. 

But what of the future of subgenre? Is it 
destined to stay the domain of the small 
press and the subculture that creates it, or 
can it find a wider 
appeal in its characters’ 
often universal struggle 
to find love and accep- 
tance? 

Rowe points out that 
straight horror writers 
and editors, in general, 
don’t share the same 
prejudices of genera- 
tions past. “Horror has 
always been an accu- 
rate barometer of social 
mores - horror fiction 
and film have reflected 
it. Although these times 
may seem conservative 
and hostile to queer 
issues. I’m beginning to 
sense a rebellion against fundamentalist 
Christianity and hypocritical conservatism. 

In the past, repression has bred rebellion, 
which is eventually reflected in the horror 
genre. When the presence of a gay charac- 
ter in a horror novel, or a horror film, ceas- 
es to shock, it creates space for queer hor- 
ror writers and readers to create, and 
demand, work that reflects their lives. That’s 
something I look forward to seeing." .. 



David Thomas LORD 
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Morgan Fairchild's Unforgettable Debut 




L.A. anchorwoman Jamie Douglas (Morgan 
Fairchild in her delectable big screen debut) 
has it all including a devoted young admir- 
er named Derek (Andrew Stevens). But 
when Jamie rebuffs his romantic advances, 

Derek becomes an obsessed stalker. Soon 
he is threatening every part of her life. Her 
tough-talking lover (Michael Sarrazin) can't 
console her. A by-the-book cop (Vince 
Edwards) can't protect her. Now Jamie is alone, 
trapped like an animal and fighting back with the 
only weapon she has left. Will she finally be forced 
to use her luscious body to fulfill THE SEDUCTION? 
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by JOVANKA VUCKOVIC 

you’re a horror gal and tired of wearing the same Evil Dead shirt as everyone 
'J / else, Dark Queen Apparel is here to help, The company, created and managed 
^ by self-taught seamstress Renee Anderson (a.k.a. “The Dark Queen”), 
launched two and a half years ago as a result of the designer’s frustration at not being 
able to express herself through the limited horror- and heavy metal-themed clothing then 
available for women. 

“When going to any retail store, you are only able to find the basic black baby doll with 
the one horror or [heavy] metal design,” Anderson tells Rue Morgue. “It seemed unfair 
to me that men have so much variety. So 1 took my twelve-plus years of sewing expe- 
rience and put it to good use.” 

Anderson began by purchasing T-shirts that she would reconstruct for herself. 
Compliments started rolling in, and before she knew it, her unique, made-to-wear 
designs - which include tops, dresses, vests and jackets - were steadfastly selling 
on eBay. Each one-of-a-kind piece is constructed from licensed T-shirts hacked 
apart and Frankenstein-stitched together with lacing, halters, over-the-shoulder 
sleeves, grommets, zippers, and accenting Halloweeny fabrics - often featuring spi- 
derwebs and skulls. Themes include movies and artists such as The Devil's Rejects, 
the Misfits, Dawn of the Dead, Alice Cooper, Blood Feast, Halloween, Frankenstein, 
Hellralser and more! 

“Horror is probably the largest genre in the cinema,” she explains of the line’s 
demand among women. “Halloween is the second largest holiday of the year both in 
popularity and sales, next only to Christmas. This is proof that my ladies desire honor- 
related apparel, but could not find it in feminine flattering fashions previously.” 

True enough, in an industry where cool horror clothing seems to only come in sizes 
Huge and Fat Bastard, Dark Queen Apparel couldn’t be more welcome among female 
genre fans. No two tops are alike, and unlike the old standby - the baby doll - Dark 
Queen clothing can be dressy and alternative all at once. Perfect for a romp in the 
graveyard or a blood-red carpet event. 

“I have always been into the darker side of nature,” Andemon says of her fetish for 
fearsome fashions. “I have been a huge fan of horror and metal for as long as I can 
i remember.” 

I An average Dark Queen top is priced at only S30 and can be at your doorstep 
ft within a week. To purchase Dark Queen Apparel, visit eBay.com {user id: the- 

ft dark-queen), myspace,com/the_dark_queen, the-dark-queen.com or go to The 
|ft Redrum Shop (4901 State Street, Murray, Utah). ^ 
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ONE HARSH BUZZ 

IH[ im CHAINSAW MASSACRE; 

IRE begin™ 

starring R. Lee Ermey, Jordana Brewster 

and Andrew Bryniarski 

Directed by Jonathan Liebesman 

Written by David J, Schow and Sheidon Turner 

New Line Cinema 

"People may not remember what we say 
here tonight, but bv god they'll remember 
what we did.” Mmm. not so fast, there Sher- 
iff Hoyt. See. that “ZZZ27.7.” ringing through 
the theatre during The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre: The Beginning ain’t just a chainsaw, 
it's snoring. 

Ciranted. this prequel to the surprisingly 
effective 2003 TCM remake has no shortage 
of gas-powered murders five of eight 
deaths, to be precise but that’s the problem. 
Like so many gore flicks, The Beginning fol- 
lows the slasher's Three C formula (chase, 
capture, cut) hut offers little else, attempting 
to hide a lack of imagination with repetitive 
caielty. Bloody... but bland. 

It all begins in 1939. with an effectively 
pungent scene of a slaughter house worker 
giving birth to a deformed baby, right on the 
abattoir floor. Later, another woman discov- 
ers the child in a dumpster out back and spir- 
its him away, completely unfazed by his 
smashed asshole of a head. Voila! Leaiherfaec 
is born. 

Then, after a vciy' quick trip through the 
monster's cmel fonnalive years, which ends 
in the "retard" finding gainful employment at 
a slaughterhouse, it’s 30 years later. Four 
sweaty but e.\pecledly sexy young adults roll 
through the grimy back roads of Texas two 
brothers on their way to Vietnam, plus their 
girlfriends. One jeep accident later and they 
wind up at the Hewitt homestead in the tor- 
turous custody of Hoyt (the amazing R. Lee 
Enney and his hypnotizing eyebrows). wTio 
has stolen the identity of the singular lawman 
in the county. Lcalherfaee (Andrew Bryniars- 
ki ) shaipens his tools and the basement butch- 
er shop is in business. 

Never mind that the veiy idea of building a 
back stoi^y to the cannibalistic clan strips out 


the mysterious core of the mythology in Tobe 
Hooper's 1974 original, writers Sheidon 
Turner and David .!. Schow {TCM HI - ugh) 
and director .lonathan Liebesman (Darkness 
Falls - double ugh) are more interested in 
obvious subtext than they are in rising ten- 
sion. inventive death scenes or logical char- 
acter motivation as demonstrated by the 
baffling and pointless snoozer of a dinner 
table scene. And when Lcathciface chases a 
nubile victim - his giant phallic chainsaw 
pumping in the air is dialogue about him 
"becoming a man” really necessary? 

Of course not. and by god, neither is this 
forgettable movie. 

Dave .Alexander 

YOU ARE WHO YOU EAT 

FEAST 

Starring Balthazar Getty, Krista Allen 

and Henry Rollins 

Directed by John Gulager 

Written by Marcus Dunstan and Patrick Melton 

Dimension Films 

The collision between art and commerce 
has doomed many a film to incoherence, and 
the prospects for Feast wei'e not good by any 


stretch. Shelved a year ago. it received a per- 
functory limited theatrical run in September 
and was all but dumped to video a month 
later. The tragedy is that Feast is actually 
pretty good. The train-wreck-in-lhe-making 
witnessed on HBO's Project Greenlight has 
morphed into a bloody, disgusting and gut- 
bustingly hilarious ride that proves good 
things can come from a little chaos. 

The premise is simple: ravenous monsters 
beset assorted lowlifes at an isolated roadside 
ta\ern (waitresses, patrons. Jason Mewes). 
There is no explanation, no set-up. and no 
endless pontificating, aside from Henry 
Rollins' hilarious turn as a buttoned-down 
liberal more concerned with making a grand 
statement than using common sense. Brains 
splatter, hot monstcr-on-monstcr action 
ensues, and the result is a Grand Guignol 
Rorschach blot of a film w'here your own 
mindset will detennine whether you laugh 
yourself silly or grab a barf bag. 

Director Gulager (son oC Return of the Liv- 
ing Dead's. Clu, here portraying "Bartender”) 
drenches the set with copious amounts of 
bile, vomit, maggots and. in one memorable 
bit. a monster's schlong. A Donkey Kong- 
inspired plan that actually has a payoff left 
the normally staid press screening audience 
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applauding, and ihe script is peppered with 
references to Cocoon and a baker’s dozen of 
other pop culture artifacts without stopping 
the works to show off its cleverness. 

So look for deep philosophical imis- 
ings and character development else- 
where. The assorted meat puppets are 
just that they're bestowed with 
names like Coach. Grandma and Beet- 
Guy. The lilm's frenetic pace will pul 
some off and there’s no real plot. ju.st 
a skeleton to hang blood and entrails 
on. which creates much repetition. 

Also, the budget limitations result in 
some lightning-fast cutting that fre- 
quently makes one wonder just who 
was killed. But just when you think 
Fcasi has run out of gas. it surprises 
you all over again. It isn't preltv or 
graceful, but it delivers on what it 
promises; pure gory- goodness. Bon appclil. 

Brad .Vhraliam 

MORE HAflUN HACKERY 

If COVEMNl 

Starring Steven Strait, Laura Ramsey 
and Sebastian Stan 
Directed by Renny Harlin 
Written by J.S. Cardone 
Sony Pictures 

Renny 1 lari in just doesn't understand how- 
to make a scary movie, despite having a 
bunch of them on his resume. These duds 


include A Nightmare on Elm Street 4 
(which saw Freddy make the full transfor- 
mation from creepy killer to stand-up 
comedian), the out- 
dated action hero- 
ics of the killer 
shark Hick Deep 
Blue Sea and Exor- 
cist: The Begin- 
ning. W'hich was 
about as far away 
from the original 
theological horror 
classic as you can 
get. He’s no IJwc 
Roll, but seeing his 
name in the credits 
still cause for 
concern. 

A witchcraft- 
themed teen hoiTor movie. The Covenant is 
Harlin's latest misguided effort, spoiled by 
meaningless subplots, unnecessary action 
sequences and a limp-wrisled final tw-ist. 
Ob\ iously influenced by The Lost Boys and 
The Craft, it revolves around a group of 
o\er-privileged. high-end college pretty 
boys who just happen to be the descendants 
of the families that founded the Ipswich 
colony in the IbOOs. They’\ e been blessed 
with supernatural powers and are now 
approaching their eighteenth birthdays, at 
which time their powers will be fully real- 
ized and they'll "ascend" - whate\er that 
means. 


When the body of a murdered student 
turns up and other mysterious boogaloo 
occurs, the four sons suspect a sinister fifth 
descendant is within their midst. If you 
can't guess the identity of this villain with- 
in the first fifteen minutes, yoti clearly 
uon t get out much. 

Though the plot of The Covenant is basi- 
cally nonsensical, it didn't have to be. 
Instead of explaining the source of the 
characters' power, or what it is that's sup- 
posed to happen once they ascend, the v\rit- 
ers concentrate on a tedious romantic plot 
between the lead GO model and the new 
girl in town, concoct an awkward final 
twist that's neither suiprising nor intelli- 
gent and throw in an absolutely boring 
.'V/t/f/-/.v-stylc llnal battle. 

But what really stands out about The 
Covenant is that, like other Harlin efforts, 
there isn't a scary scene in the entire mo\ ic, 
with the possible exception of some CGI 
spiders that creep all over a girl’s bedroom. 
Sure, it's horror for kids, but the kids 
deseiTC belter. 

.Varon \'oii l.upton 

BE PALMA’S DISASTER 

IHE mu OUHlIfl 

starring Josh Hartnett, Hilary Swank 

and Scarlett Johansson 

Directed by Brian De Palma 

Written by Josh Friedman and James Ellroy 

Universal Pictures 

Most Brian Dc Palma flints suffer from a 
common problem: they were directed by 
Brian Dc Palma. Like Dario .'\rgcnlo and 
Ken Russell. De Palma’s narcissism has 
resulted in some appallingly overblown, 
preposterous films, and yet that same nar- 
cissism scents to sustain him from one fias- 
co to the next. Apparently, a few in the Hol- 
lywood hierarchy are still falling for it 
because they keep gi\'ing hint ungodly 
amounts ol money. His latest is neither his 
best (that would be Carrie) nor his worst 
(debatably Raising Cain), but the out- 
come's no shocker: Style: I. Substance: 0. 

Not quite a horror film, not quite a 
thriller. The Black Dahlia lakes one of 
America's most infamous unsohed murder 
cases the dismembered remains of a 
struggling actress discovered on a skanky 
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CULT FILM FEAST 


COMB HUNGRY. 


cyLT CLASSICCtNEfflfl 
ON TURNER Cl-RSSIC MOV/ES 


LATT NIGHT FRtMVS 
HOSTEP By 
R0BI0/VIBI£ 


TCMUNBERGROUND.COM 



OVERLOOKED, FORGOTTEN AMD DiSMiSSED 

THIS ISSUE: LANCE WANTS HiS ¥UMMYr 

TftLl me FROM THE CRYPT 


Anchor Bay Entertainment 

Based on a very obscure quote from the Bible regarding the Nephilim, 

(y’know - the offspring of angels and human women) The Fallen Ones has 
an earthquake in the American South reveal the burial chamber of a 5000- 
year-old, 42-foot-tall mummy. Rugged archaeologist Matt Fletcher 
(Casper Van Dien) teams up with TV stars of yesteryear Tom Bosley (Happy 
Day^i and Robert Wagner (Hart to Marti to investigate. They soon find 
themselves battling a cult, the mega-mummy and its evil father who has 
returned from Hell to create more gigantic Nephilim. This enjoyable made- 
for-1V movie boasts very high production value, including some clever special effects, 
going to watch one giant mummy movie starring Casper Van Dien this year, this is it! 
Body Count: 33 
Mummy Count: 9 

REAUTiFUL IN RAIMeES 




If you’re 


The Asylum Home Entertainment 

\ A couple of grubby, pot-smoking bikers (oh, they’re just askin’ for it!) are 
^ slaughtered after discovering a 4500-year-old Egyptian tomb buried in 
the southern California foothills. Shortly thereafter, a group of Egyptolo- 
gists are sent in to uncover the secrets of the crypt and unwittingly awak- 
en its mummified occupant. Princess Aneh-Tet. She transforms into a 
buxom brunette, who walks through the dig site and a nearby motel 
(naked!), chomping on innocent bystanders. Thankfully, Molly, a sexy 
ancient language expert, and her sister are there to head off a plan for world domination. 
Legion suffers from shitty sets and shiftier acting but more than makes up for it with great 
gore and Claudia Lynx (Aneh-Tet), the sexiest thing to come out of bandages since Elsa Lan- 
chester was unwrapped in Bride of Frankenstein. 

Body Count: 22 
Mummy Count: 7 

DARK DELICACIES 

IWE HIIMMy nr HE AfIMAIIEEi 

Hart Sharp Video 

I The family running The Armadillo Cafe is a group of lecherous, incestu- 
ous, alcoholics that make TCMZs Sawyer clan look like the Brady Bunch. 

So when Sarah stops by during a thunderstorm, she’s in for the surprise 
L of her life. No one gets chopped into chili, but she's tied up, mentally tor- 
r tured and nearly raped by members of the family intent on scaring the 
hell out of her. But Sarah has secrets of her own and her trip to the cafe 
was no coincidence. Props to Brad Renfro (AptPuplli for his portrayal of retarded brother Wyat-^ 
te; his performance puts the “fun” in dysfunctional. Shot almost exclusively on one set, the film ' ■ 
is downright disturbing at times and has a reveal that’s definitely worth the wait. 

Body Count: 0 

Mummy Count; 1 Last Chance Lance 





Hollywood back street in 1946 and gi\ es 
it a nostalgic noir makeover. It's gorgeous- 
ly photographed seldom has any setting 
played to Dc Palma's visual .strengths so 
perfectly as post-WWlI [.A and the per- 
formances are practically beyond reproach. 
But the proceedings are so talky and 
glacially paced that any polential for sus- 
pense has withered on the vine by the end 
of the first reel. 

The rest simply plays out like a buffet of 
tired De Palma tropes; murder, voyeurism, 
dangerous women, slo-mo brawls, lesbian- 
ism and cross-dressing. He invokes those 
last two in an apparent nod to that strange, 
pointless 1980s Kink-Litc"'' music video 
interlude from his film Body Double, this 
lime with a tuxedoed k.d. long crooning 
torch songs to a dance fioor full of writhing 
lovelies in a dyke bar. There should be 
criminal penalties for making sexual 
deviance look so mundane. 

Hollywood is a notoriously unforgi\iiTg 
town, and given Dc Palma's almost unbro- 
ken string of expensive Hops over the last 
twenty years it's astounding that studio 
brass are willing to let him past the gate; 
the seemingly inexhaustible supply of A- 
lisl actors still banging on his door is equal- 
ly inexplicable. Compare this to the ignoble 
fates suffered by his infinitely more talent- 
ed contemporaries William Friedkin and 
Peter Bogdanovich, and one wonders not 
what they have done wrong, but what De 
Palma has done right. 

John \\. Bowen 
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HEAD TRAUMA, ONE OF THIS 
YEAR’S MOST AMBITIOUS 
INDEPENDENT FILMS, DRAWS UPON 
BOTH REAL-LIFE TRAGEDY AND 
FAMILIAR HORROR ARCHETYPES 
TO FASHION A UNIQUE 
PSYCHOLOGICAL THRILLER. 


> 





AWANNG 

liGHTMARE 

BY JOHN W. BOWEN 


V ery few of us could draw upon events in 
our own lives as the basis for a horror 
story, and for that we should be grateful. 
But the latest offering from indie director Lance 
Weiler {The Last Broadcast^ - an exceptional 
quiet horror film that recently seeped onto DVD 
from Heretic Films - has ite roots in his own 
a!!-too-rea! brush with death. In 1994. the 
director was involved in a head-on collision 
with a gsutage truck that sent his head through 
a windshield, leaving him in intensive care for 
five days with a fractured jaw and memory 
loss. 

’ "When 1 came home from the ho^ital, I was 
plagued by these vivid nightmares, which weie 
fragments of the crash and elements of sym- 
bolism,” Weller recalls. "At times, I’d just start 
vomiting without ary reason and I was havmg 
a hard time determining what was real or not. 
My nightmares would mix with my reality. I kept 
having these dreams where my teeth were 
falling oid. It was a strange, dark time in my 
life.” . : ^ ; 

A decffiie later, Weiler used the experience as 
the genesis of Head Trauma, in which brain- 
damaged alcoholic drifter ^rge Walker fVinee 
Mola) returns after twenty years to the now- 
condemned house where, he grew up (the 
home itself becomes a character in the movie). 
While trying to clean up foe place in order to 
stave off a demolition order, he takes a fall and 
begins having vivid nightmares of a girl mur- 
dered by a hooded figure, which he then sees 
lurking in the house's dank shadows. A series 
of clever red herrings i^ve foe viewer as 
bewildered as poor George, who cannot discern 
whafs real from whafs not. 


“I wrote the part for Vince to play. He was 
going through a bad time in his life and I 
thought he could mine that and tap into the 
darkness that he was feeiing. George is at 
moments repulsive and then at other times we 
wanted the audience to feel sympathetic to 
him,” Weiler says of his complex, fractured pro- 
tagonist so vividly played by Mola. “Vince lived 
and breathed the character for over a year, in 
fact, every time you see him hitting his flask [in 
foe film] he is drinking 
tequila.” 

Head Trauma’s shad- 
owy, borderline-surreal- 
ist touches are often 
evocative of /teian fare 
like Ringu and Ju-On. 
but Weiler insists foe 
palate is broader. 

“I’m a fan of J-horror 
but !’m also a huge fan 
of psychological horror 
flicks like Polanski’s 
Repulsion and The Ten- 
ant In some ways 1 think 
these movies inspire 
some of the J-horror," 
he speculates, hastening 
to add that experimental filmmakers like Stan 
Brackhage and Kenneth Anger provided addi- 
tional influence, as did paintings by Goya - in 
terms of the colour palette of the movie. 
There’s also a strong comic book influence 
throughout Head Trauma. George's neighbour, 
played by Steve Garvey, continually illustrates a 
comic called Nothing but Grief (illustrated by 
Swamp artist Stephen R. Bissetteand his 


son Danny), which helps unravel the tangled 
story. 

"Nothing but Grief became more than just a 
prop within the movie and it grew organically 
over a year and half," he explains. ‘Td share 
edits with Stephen and we’d discuss how we 
could further tie the comic to foe movie. For 
me, being a comic fan, it was an amazing 
experience to collaborate with Stephen and 

Because of the film's “is-it- 
real-or-is-it-a-haliucination” 
leitmotif, comparisons to 
Richard Kelley's Donnie 
Darko and Brad Anderson’s 
The Machinist are not entirely 
misguided. Head Trauma has 
a decidedly sinister discomfi- 
ture all the way to its elegant 
and haunting resolution. In 
the end, it's a gorgeously 
photographed, refreshingly 
simple story, well told and 
well executed. 

The positive reaction to 
Head Trauma, which pre- 
miered earlier this year at foe 
LA Rim festival, has to 
several directing offers for Weiler, but he says 
he’s waiting for just foe right project. 

“I hope to make what i consider to be foe 
third in my ’woods trilogy’ next. It's a daric and 
twisted story that takes place on a remote f«rt 
of foe Appalachian Trail, i also have three more 
horror projects that I'm developing. But my 
main goat is to not take six years between 
fitmsr 


Danny." 
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A Nightmare on Elm Street: Still scary... despite a legacy of goofy sequels. 


ON€. TWO, FReDDV*S 
COMiNG FOR... 

VOUR W^LLGT! 

kmmm on m smetiiob^i 

starring John Saxon, Ronee Biakley 
and Heather Langenkamp 
Written and directed by Wes Craven 
New Line Home Entertainment 

By 1984, the formulaic 
slasher tllms popularized by 
Halloween and Friday the 
13th were finally running their 
course at the box office. But 
fans didn’t want to do away 
with the slasher altogether, 
they just craved a more sophis- 
ticated one. Cue Wes Craven, 
who gave audiences just that 
witli A Nightmare on Ehn 
Street, which spawned a pop culture icon in 
villain Freddy Krueger, launched the career 
of Johnny Depp and gave birth to a lucrative 
slew of mostly awful sequels. 

Nowadays, it's tough to imagine goofball 
Freddy actually .scaring an audience, but the 
original Nightmare remains one of the most 


imaginative, intelligent and downright 
frightening movies of the gore-soaked ’80s. 
The suburban-set tale of a badly burned, 
grinning pedophile with a knifed glove who 
slices ’ll' dices teens in their dreams (well, 
nightmares) is also single-handedly respon- 
sible for putting New Line Cinema on the 
map. After releasing a box set of all seven 
films in 1999. the studio has now seen fit to 
give the original the double-dip 
treatment, loading it with more 
extras than you can dream up. 

Undoubtedly, this new edition 
will answer any lingering ques- 
tions about the series. While it 
tacks on the old commentary 
track from the box set. it also 
includes a brand new one. which 
is less a spontaneous discussion 
than it is an audio montage of 
pre-recorded anecdotes from 
evciyonc involved in the movie. 
Complementing this feature is a making- 
of documentary that covers everything from 
the real-life nightmare of financing the film, 
to the inteipretation of the movie as a 
metaphor (including Craven’s stance that it 
was infiuenced by Haslern philosophy) to the 



genesis of Freddy's character. But the real 
bonus here for horroi- nerds is the ton of 
archival footage, including alternate takes 
and the secrets behind the cheap but kick-ass 
effects. There’s also an interesting piece on 
the economic impact of the franchise on the 
growth of New Line Cinema. If you're like 
many hoiror fans - only dig the original 
Nightman' and didn’t see the point of buying 
the full box set - this is the disc for you. 

.Aaron \'on Lupton 

M is FOR MiqSTeRPiece 


IDE BLACK PII OF Qfi.M|1959| 

starring Rafael Bertrand, Mapita Cortes 
and Antonio Raxel 
Directed by Fernando Mendez 
Written by Ramon Obon 
CasaNegra Entertainment 

Rarely seen outside of its native country. 
The Black Pit of Dr. M is yet another essen- 
tial release in this year’s unexpected South 
American horror DVD revival, an expres- 
sionistic masterpiece that stands beside the 
work of Murnau. Whale and Lewton as the 
finest the genre has to offer. 

The stoi7 takes place in a decrepit asy- 
lum. where prominent physicians Dr. 
Aldama (Antonio Raxel) and Dr. Masali 
(Rafael Beitrand) have made a pact: who- 
ever dies first will return from the spirit 
realm to reveal if there's a way to come 
back. After Aldama is six feet under. 
Masali contacts his former colleague 
through a seance, and learns that there is 
indeed a way to cheat the reaper. Some 
months later, an orderly kills an insane 
gypsy w'oman who had splashed disfigur- 
ing acid on his face. Falsely accused of the 
murder. Masali’s increasingly maniacal 
obsession with death threatens to over- 
whelm him when he's sentenced to hang. 

In The Black Pit of Dr. K4. director Fer- 
nando Mendez cranks up the pre-Bava 
atmosphere to unprecedented levels of 
ccriness, and applies layers of grotesque 
imagery like a thick fog of doom. The plot 
may be sporadically confusing, but the art 
direction is simply breathtaking - a cav- 
ernous dance club with girls in fiowing 
dresses, wildly flailing arms sticking out of 
asylum cells and a foreboding gallows shot 
entirely in silhouette. There's an over- 
whelming sense of fatalism in The Black 
Pit of Dr M that hooks the viewer into its 
creepy theatrics, as misfortunes orchestrat- 
ed from beyond the grave turn Masali's 
confidence to desperation and madness, 
propelling the plot to its shocker ending. 

CasaNegra has been doing an excellent 
job of scouring the dusty vaults of Mexi- 
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SYNAPSE FILMS UNLEASHES THE SECOND VOLUME OF 
THEIR CRITICALLY-ACCLAIMED “42ND STREET FOREVER” 
COLLECTION. JUST IN TIME FOR HALLOWEEN! 




Also AVAILABLE 

VOLUME 1 


"...the party disc of 
the year!" 

- DVD-DriveIn 

"...this is a no- 
brainer, essential 
purchase...” 

- Hondo Digital 


It's baaaaackkk! The "greatest party DVD ever" returns with an all-new 
compilation of the most incredible trailer advertisements you’ve ever 
seen! This amazing second volume of Synapse Films’ best-selling 2005 
"42ND STREET FOREVER” series features over two full hours of classic 
coming attractions transferred in high-definitioni Chock full of nudity, 
sex, violence, monstere and mayhem, 42ND STREET FOREVER VOLUME 
TWO: THE DEUCE will transport you hack to the days in New York City 
when some of the greatest exploitation films of all-time played around 
the clock... minus the drug addicts and sticky floors, of course! This 
collection includes: 


...TICK...TICK...TICK 
AMAZONS OF ROHE 
BLACK SAMPSON 
BORN LOSERS 
BURNOUT 
THE CLONES 
COLLEGE GIRLS 
THE CURIOUS FEMALE 
THE DARK 
DEADLY BLESSING 
DELINQUENT SCHOOLGIRLS 
DIRT 

DIXIE DYNAMITE 
DRAGSTRIPRtOT 
THEEVICTORS 
THE EVIL 
FEMALE JUNGLE 
THE GIANT GILA MONSTER 
GI6ANTIS: THE FIRE MONSTER 
THE GUY FROM HARLEM 
HELGA 

THE HELLCATS 
HELLS ANGELS ON WHEELS 
THE HIDEOUS SUN DEMON 
I. A WOMAN 
INVITATION TO RUIN 
KENNER 


KISS THE GIRLS AND MAKE THEM DIE 
THE LAST OF THE SECRET AGENTS? 
MISSION MARS 
MISTER BILLION 

THE MONSTER OF PIEDRAS BLANCAS 
MS. 45 

MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE 
PICK-UP 

THE POM-POM GIRLS 
RABID 

REVENGE OF THE GLADIATORS 
REVOLT OF THE SLAVES 
ROLLING THUNDER 

SAMSON AND THE SLAVE QUEEN 
SAVAGE 

SAVAGE SISTERS 
SPY IN YOUR EYE 
STINGRAY 
STREET GIRLS 
SUGAR HILL 
TAKE A HARD RIDE 
THE BABYSITTER 
TRUNKTO CAIRO 
VANNUYSBLVD. 

WILD REBELS 
THE WOMAN EATER 
and MORE! 
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BOOKS MUSIC MOVIES CAFE ‘''1 
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. WWW.SYNAPSE-F1LIVIS.COIV1 
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can horror cinema, but they may have out- 
done themselves here. A legitimate dia- 
mond in the rough. The Black Pit of Dr. M 
is quite simply one of the most beautiful 
classic horror reissues of this year - or any 
year, for that matter. 

Paul Corupc 

CURTIS CURTigiLCD 



Starring RoyThinnes, Don Porter 

and Angie Dickinson 

Directed by Dan Curtis 

Written by Dan Curtis, William F. Nolan 

and Fred Mustard Stewart 

Anchor Bay 

When you're a kid, it only takes a single 
image to ruin you. and for this reviewer it 
was a stark, grey face with yellow eyes 
peering through a window on a rainy night. 
After stumbling across this terrifying image 
on TV sometime back in the ’80s. I'd go to 
bed imagining that foul creature was just on 
the other side of the curtains, waiting to 
smash through the window and tear me to 
ribbons. That vile visage has stuck with me 
for years, but like so many random kiddie 
frights. I never did uncover its origin. Until 


that sickening mug reappeared... in the 
corner of the DVD cover for The Noiii.^.s 
Tapes. 

Dan Cunis, mastermind behind TV spook 
shows Dark Shadows. The Nighr Slruiigler 
and Trilogy of Terror, made the movie, 
based on a novel by Fred Mustard Stewart, 
as a pilot in the early 'VOs. It begins with 
troubled writer David Norliss (Roy 
Thinnes) pouring over a scries of interview 
tapes in his swingin' wood-panelled bache- 
lor pad. lie informs his editor that he can't 
complete his book debunking the occult 
because he encountered a bona fide vam- 
pire. The 72-minutc tale recounts his run-in 
with wealthy widow Ellen Cort (Angie 
Dickinson), who claims her hu.sband is 
back from the grave as a ghoul. As locals 
turn up mutilated and Norliss tries to get 
answers from an unhelpful sheriff, his 
investigation leads to a voodoo priestess, 
an underground lair and a statue on the 
verge of unleashing a demon. 

Although mired in '70s cheese (the set. 
soundtrack, makeup and zoom-ins galore), 
and suffering from a jarring llnale intended 
to segue into a scries that was never picked 
up. The Norliss Tapes still has amazing Dan 
Cuilis moments. Confused cops trying to 
cover up a blood-drained car accident vic- 


tim. the discovery of a 
large mound of blood- 
infused clay and. of 
course, that Pazuzu- 
mceis-a- Roincro-zom- 
bie abomination (shud- 
der). all provide nerve- 
tweaking scares. 

Roy Thinnes didn't 
have the screen pres- 
ence of The Night Stran- 
gler s, DaiTen McGavin. which may have 
sealed the show’s fate, but the concept - 
investigating boogeymen in sunny Califor- 
nia - is sturdy, maybe even prime remake 
material. Just keep that fiend and his freaky 
face away from me. maaaaaan. 

Da\ e .Alexander 


FRJINCOSTeiN’S 

MONSTERS 



Starring Howard Vernon, Dennis Price 

and Alberto Dalbes 

Directed by Jess Franco 

Written by Paul D’Ales and Jess Franco 

Image Entertainment 

The career of Jess Franco can be summed 
up by a comment often found at the bottom 
of my school report cards: “Would do bet- 
ter if he applied himself” Franco’s enor- 
mous filmography is chock-full of unmiti- 
gated crap bombs, but .sifting through it 
long enough will eventually turn up a gem 
or three. 


Franco was generally at his best making 
lllms about clas- 
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TRAINED TO KILL... 



Merv Doody (James Heathcoate) is the 
ultimate horror movie geek until the day a not- 
very-dangerous escaped mental patient lands 
an his doorstep. With the help ol his ambitious 
buddy Onkey (co-writer/producer Dan 
Palmer), the two decide to groom this feeble 
nutcase into a legendary slasher-movie maniac. 
But when the masked wacko develops a taste 
for bloodshed, he becomes a walking, stalking 




SPECIAL FEATURES 


with Writer/Producer/Director Christian James and the cast of FREAK OUT 


behind the scenes of the four year shoot of the film 
starring the cast of FREAK OUT 
sketch featuring the characters of FREAK OUT 

the making of the explosion sequence finale 






CRYPT OF IHEMPIRflTOI 

Starring Christopher Lee, Adriana Ambesi 
and Ursula Davis 
Directed by Camillo Mastrocinque 
Written by Ernesto Gastaldi 
RetroMedia Entertainment 

Reviewing genre movies is sometimes akin to panning 
for gold - you have to wade through a lot of muck before 
you find the nugget. C/ypf of the Vampire (a.k.a. Terror in 
the Crypfi is that golden nugget - a stylish and seductive 
Italian exercise in Gothic terror that uses its literary and cin- 
ematic antecedents to entertaining and erotic effect. 

Gorgeous brunette Ambesi (credited here as Audrey 
Amber) stars as Laura, the troubled daughter of Count Lud- 
wig von Karnstein (Christopher Lee). Her sleep is disturbed by visions of her family's deaths, 
Including her cousin Tilda’s, whom she soon learns had her life's blood drained from her. The 
Count worries that Laura is in fact tiie reincarnation of Sarah, an ancestor executed centuries 
earlier for witchcraft. Before Sarah died, she cursed her family and promised to one day be 
reborn in order to desfroy them. 

Concerned, Ludwig hires the handsome scholar Friedrich (Jose Campo) to find a portiBit of 
Sarah hidden somewhere in the castle In order to put his mind at ease. Friedrich is drawn 
towards the lonely Laura, but she soon becomes enamoured with Lyuba (Ursula Davis), a buxom 
blonde whose aunt leaves her in the Kamstein’s care after their carriage breaks down. Lyuba 
and Laura immediately become constant companions, troubling botti Friedrich and the jealous 
maid Karnstein has been carrying on with behind closed doors. The body count soon rises, and 
Laura begins to believe tiat the vampiric curse of file Karnsteins has been visited upon her. But 
has it? 

Crypt of the Vampires influences are obvious. The plot mostly comes from Sheridan Le Fanu’s 
famous lesbian vampire novella Carmilla, with the cursed-ancestor-rebom element lifted from 
Mario Bava’s Black Sunday, released two years earlier. Visually, director Camillo Mastrocinque 
(credited here as Thomas Miller) pays homage to Bava’s deep shadows and macabre imagery, 
including a gruesome severed hand candelabra. 

But Crypt is more tiian merely the sum of its ancestors. The sexual tension between Laura 
and Lyuba is palpable. But where 1970’s The Vampire Lovers-the most famous cinematic ver- 
sion of Carmilla - made the sexual connection between its leads explicit Laura and Lyuba’s 
inevi^le kiss invariably turns instead into an embrace, making C/ypf perhaps the most coy but 
also one of the most erotic entries in file nascent lesbian vampire subgenre. 



Dracuta. Prisoner of Frankenstein cntcf- 
taining. The film opens with Dracula 
(Howard Vernon) stalking a few Eurobabc.s 
in a gloomy village before Dr. Seward 
(Alberio Dalbes) dispalches him with a 
slake. Dr. Frankcnslein (Dennis Price) and 
his scarred, mule assistant Moipho roll into 
town in a way-funky hearse and take up res- 
idence in Castle Dracula. The doctor throws 
the bal-eorpse of the bloodsucker into a 
beaker and showers it with blood drained 
from (in a typical Franco moment) a sexy, 
lingcric-clad redhead thereby rcsurrecling 
him. Frankenstein 
then revives his own 
monster and puts into 
motion his plan to 
create a raec of Ihem 
and take over the 
world! Beleaguered 
Dr. Seward, with the 
aid of the local gyp- 
sies and a handy pass- 
ing werewolf. is 
forced lo go in and 
clean castle again. 

The real star of the 
film is its location. The castle looms high 
atop a fog-shrouded cliff over an authentic- 
looking 18th-cenuiry town. Franco backs it 
up with sparing (if recycled) music and 
rather restrained cinematography; his trade- 
mark shaky zooms and minimal dialogue 
aclually lend an air of sunealisin to ihe film. 

But. like any Franco movie, it has its 
problems. The film is too leisurely paced, 
the elTects not very special, some of the 
makeup is awful and the climactic monster 
bailie royalc a letdown. That said. Vernon is 
righteously cadaverous, and Frankenstein’s 
lab is all Hashing lights, crackling electrici- 
ty. and weird theremin sounds. 

The DVD contains the Spanish version, 
with English subtitles; there’s mild print 
damage evident and ihc transfer is no great 
shakes, but it all goes towards atmosphere, 
which is the biggest selling point of the 
nim. 

The Gore-met 



Sean Plummer 
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HEAVEN HELP US THIS HALLOWEEN! 



A Satanic coven, led by High Priest Corbis (Ernest Borgnine), is out to destroy a 
local family and reclaim an ancient book listing the names of those who've sold 
their soul to the devil. The family fights valiantly, but they're no match for the evil 
Corbis. 

It's up to occult expert. Or. RichMS (Eddie Albert) and remaining family member, 
Tom (Tom Skerritt) to fr^ his mother and brother, and desboy The Devil's Rain, a 
bottle containing the ^utf ot ttose already damned. As the battle rages on, the 
elixir is released and a blood^fafh (d devilry and malevolence Is loosed upon a 
screaming, melting world. 

New Hl-Definitlon bansfk front 35mm vault materials! 

Approx. 86 mins. * 


Special TcotttPcs 

• Commentary By Director Robert Fuest • Theatrical Trailer 

• Newsreel with Anton LaVey, High • Radio Spots 

Priest of the Church of Satan • Still Gallery 



The Human Factor is the violent but emolionat saga of an ordinary man push^ 
beyond flie limils. Acadony Awan)°-winner George Kennedy ((tool Hand Luke, 
t Thn Dbty Dozen) stars as John Kinsdale, a man whose entire family is 
muidere dte political terrorists. Kinsdale decides to take the iaw into his own 
' ' bands, unaware of the forces working against him. 


efOirocted by EdwaM Dmytryk (The Caine Mubny, Mirage). 
- Approx. 96 mins. 

SPEGIAI- FB^URES 

jt . •. "Ttw-tenneciy Factor George Kennedy" 
^ ' • TtrSpot •Stifl Gallery 



Seorge Kennedy is 


park skv OWN IT ON DVD OCTOBER 31 , 2006 

^ ® www.darkskyfilms.com 






onight’s quadruple bill includes two per- 
fectly palatable films (although hardly 
classics) based on novels from King’s 
spectacularly successful middle 
period {The Dead Zone and Pet 
Sematao^, a throwaway werewolf 
flick that feels like a gory After 
School Special (Silver Bullet) and an 
unwatchable butt-clencher that 
tiireatens to unseat The Mangier 
from the top of the dungheap 
(Graveyard Shift). 

King has often maintained that "^^^6 
The Dead Zone is his favourite ' 
among his own novels, which Is 
odd, since despite being well-constructed and 
suspenseful, it’s hardly his scariest or most excit- 
ing work. And given the diversity of subject mat- 
ter in the King canon, David Cronenberg is an odd 
choice to direct the tale of Johnny Smith (Christo- 
pher Walken), who awakens from a lengthy coma 
with astounding psychic abilities, it’s a curiously 
workman-like effort from Canada’s most contro- 
versial director, probably since the material sim- 
ply doesn’t lend itself to typical Cronenberg kink. 

Walken is fine as Johnny, reminding us that he’s 
perfectly capable of playing an average guy, and 
sweet, sexy Brooke Adams is great as the love 
interest who got away, but Martin Sheen - not 
normally known as a scenery muncher - Shat- 
ners it up to an alarming degree as an evil politi- 
cian, and cadaverous Canuck Jackie Burroughs is 
just plain shrill as Johnny’s Christ-crazed mom. 

Adapted from King’s illustrated novella Cycle of adapted from King’s short story by John Espos- 
the Werewolf, Silver BulletiMs Gary Busey in his ito and a bunch of uncharismatic actors play- 
full coked-up glory as Uncle Red, the family’s ing unlikeable characters, 
black sheep who dotes on his wheelchair-bound it's an interesting set-up on paper, but bv i 


nephew (Corey Ham), Megan Follows (a.k.a. TV’s about the 30-minute mark, I’d’iust about had 

Anne of ^een Gables - hot!) plays his older sis- with these motherfucking rats in this motherfucl 

ter and Everett McGill (Twin Peakd) is a local min- ing textile mill. Incidentally, If Fred Gwynne takr 
ister witfi a dreadful secret. (Go top honours for Most Convincing Maine Accent 
ahead, do the freakin’ math.) this box set, Graveyard Shift villain Stephe 
Despite some gore and cussin’, Sil- Macht clinches the booby prize for his take on tt 
ver Bullet positively reeks of that same dialect, a constantly shifting amalgam i 
squeaky-clean blandness that what sounds like Irish, Jamaican and that Jewis 
plagues a lot of lesser ’80s fare and woman Mike Myers used to play on Saturdi 

is about as predictable as Kraft Night Live. 

Dinner. The Dead Zone and Pet Sematary discs ai 

In Pef Semafa/y, however, based enriched with multiple featurettes by prolif 

on King’s bleakest novel, director go-to guy Laurent Bouzereau and the latt( 

Mary Lambert lays on the atmos- also has an entertaining commentary trac 

pherics impressively and manages from Lambert. Silver Bullet and Graveyai 

some solid scares along the way, although she Shift, on the other hand, are mercifully free ( 

doesn’t quite tap into the book’s deep sense of any extras. Go figure, 
tragedy, and King, who wrote the screenplay, 
must share the blame for this. Dale Midkiff and 

Denise Crosby are servicable as yuppies fleeing ' *■ _ 

the big city for rural Maine, but always loveable / 

Fred Gwynne (The Munsterd) absolutely shines as y ^ 

their well-intentioned if misguided neighbour, and f ^ 4 

little Miko Hughes Is astounding as a once- ^ •%; 

adorable, now homicidal, undead toddler. \ J 

The set is rounded out by the execrable Grave- ^ # 

yard Shift, in which a cleanup crew at a small- ’IjltjJL 

town textile mill must contend with rate, more ^ 
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HANDS DOWN A MASTERPIECE 


ViNTi^Ge Horror T^elssues 

IMARQUEE 


|l Starring Peter Lorre, Frances Drake, 
and Colin Ciive 
Directed by Karl W. Freund 
Written by John L. Baiderston, P. J. Woifson 
and Maurice Renard 
MGM 

Everyone knows that the 1 930s saw an 
explosion of great hoiTor cinema - much 
has been written on Tod Browning and 
James Whale as examples of great genre 
directors from that period. But very little 
has been written about director Karl Fre- 
und. who made The Mummy with Boris 
Karloff in 1932 and Mad Love in 1935. 

It's a shame, because the fomier ranks 
among the most intelligent, innovative and 
provocative horror films of the decade. 

Before immigrating to the US in 1929, 
where he eventually took up directing. Fre- 
und earned a reputation as an impoiiant cin- 
cinatographer by working on Paul Wegener's 
The Golem (1920). F.W. Mumau's The Last 
Laugh (1924) and Fritz Lang's Metropolis 
(1927). Alter coming to America, he would 
cam further accolades for Browning's Drae- 
ula (1931) and Robert Florey’s unique and 
bizarre Murders in the Rue Moigue {\932). 

Mad Love. Freund's last directing credit, is 
based on the French no\'cl The Hands of 
Orlac. by Maurice Renard. and was co-writ- 
ten by Universal head monster scribe. John 
L. Baiderston. The Him portrays a respected 
physician living in Paris named Ciogol (Peter 
Loire in his first US film) who is madly 
obsessed with Yvonne (Frances Drake), a 
Grand Guignol actress who's leaving the 
stage to be with her concert pianist hus- 
band.Stcphcn Orlac (Colin Clive - Dr. I Icnry 
Frankenstein in Frankenstein lllms). 

When Stephen is implicated in a train acci- 
dent that crtishcs his hands, the obsessive 
genius Gogol surgically replaces them with 


the hands of a knife-wielding maniac, with 
expectedly grim results. Gogol also buys a 
wax figure of Yvonne I'rom the theatre and 
plays the organ to it in the hope of bringing it 
to life, like Galatea from the Greek myth of 
Pygmalion. Instead, he goes completely mad 
trying to win her over through murder and 
deceit. 

Mad Love betrays the aesthetic of a director 
who worked as a cinematographer during 
Germany's golden age of horror. (.And was 
shot by Gregg Toland. who later shot Citizen 
Kane.) It's flnnly rooted in the great tradition 
of Gcnnan expressionism and uses stylistic 
elements - long shadows, sharp black and 
white contrast and dramatic set design - to 
create a palette of sinister cruelty. The Him is 
also imbued with a dark sensuous mood that 
resonates with Gogol's felishistic and sadistic 
impulses. 

Along with Fritz Lang's M ( 1 93 1 ). this may 
be Loire's most impressive, not to mention 
pen’crscly lecherous and over the top. perfor- 
mance. The scene where Gogol meets 
Stephen wearing substitute arms and a surgi- 
cal neck brace is just one genuinely chilling 
highlight. 


Mad l.ove is a hoiror Him that positions 
itself firmly in the traditions of the genre, 
especially the Grand Guignol theatre of cruel- 
ty, which mi.xed spectacle with sadism. While 
paying tribute to Lon Chancy Sr. in The Phan- 
tom of the Opera (1925) and Tod Browning's 
The Unknown ( 1 927). the film also prefigures 
the surgical pociiy of George Franju’s Eyes 
IVithoui a Face (1960) and the Gothic the- 
atrics of Mario Bava's Black Sunday (1960). 
Influential and immensely original. Mad Love 
may al.so be the most underappreciated 
screainfcst oflhe I93()s. 

Warner Home Video has finally released 
this important MGM horror film in a DVD 
box set along with Browning's self-referential 
classic Mark of the Vampire (1935) and his 
dark fantasy The Devil Doll (1936), as well as 
The Mask of Fu-Manehu with Boris KarlolT 
(1932). Doetor .V (1932), and The Return of 
Doctor A' (1939). Mad Love boasts a solid 
transfer with good contrast and is accompa- 
nied by an iiifonnalive commentary track by 
horror historian .Steve Haberman. 

Mario DcGcglio-Bellemare 
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" IS A DARK, DELIRIOUS, PROFANE SKEWERING OF FANDOM AND FILMMAKERS 

AND THEIR STEREOTYPICALLY INFLATED - AND INEVITABLY FF5ACTURED - EGOS.” 

MARTY BAUMANN, THE ASTOUNDING B MONSTER 


"WHAT'S REALLY IMPRESSIVE IS THE SHEER AMOUNT OF COMEDY THEY PACKED 
INTO . ALL IN ALL, FREAKING WOW!! IT'S A BEAUTIFUL LITTLE PACKAGE 

CONTAINING JUST ABOUT EVERYTHING YOU COULD ASK FOR FROM A MOVIE." 

STEVE ANDERSON, FILM THREAT 


"PART COMEDY, PART SOCIAL COMMENTARY AND PART TWO FINGERS UP TO THE 
HOLLYWOOD MACHINE. FUNNY, REFRESHINGLY ORIGINAL AND A DAMN FINE SCRIPT. 
IS CERTAINLY AT THE TOP OF MY 'MUST SEE' LIST OF MOVIES." 

DARREN REA. EDITOR, SCI-FI-ONLINE MAGAZINE 








hen [ was a kid, a local TV station 
ran a three-day 3-D movie festival 
that included the Vincent Price 
vehicle The Mad Magician, a Three 
Stooges short called Spooks, the Gill-Man 
sequel Revenge of the Creature and the 
Cameron Mitchell horror melodrama Gorilla at 
Large. The station’s PR people hired some guy 
to burn around town in an ape suit to hand out 
3-D glasses to those lucky enough to cross his 
path, and I remember crying a river because I 
was trapped at the cottage and knew that 
there was no way that damned monkey would 
ever find me. Luckily, a chain of variety stores 
sold the glasses to unfortunate cottage-coun- 
try-bound sods like me, so my old man picked 
up the tab for two pairs and we were off. I’ve 
been a card-carrying 3-0 junkie ever since. 
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7 snu ear ereer View Mesree een, ereer meo. ereer OVO... 

MHO wiu Moeeo watch ahythihg if ifs ih 3-D" 


by Chris Alexander 


The 3-D process was introduced in the 
1950s. As box office profits dwindled due to 
television’s increasing popularity, a bunch of 
innovative Hoilywood schmoes came up with 
the idea of putting asses back in theatre seats 
by utilizing 35mm 3-D camera technology. 
Basically, a camera with two lenses would 
duplicate the effect of Stereovision; when 
developed, the resulting images would be sep- 
arate strips of ho-hum 2-D mediocrity, but 
when screened with dual, concurrently running 
projectors onto a silver screen, and deciphered 
by wearing a pair of polarized glasses. . . ta-da! 
Crisp, shocking, in-your-face, mind-bending 3- 
fucking-D! 

The first official 3-D feature-length film was 
pioneer Arch Oboler’s cheesy safari potboiler 
Bwana Devil (“A lover in your arms! A lion in 
your lap!”). Audiences went bananas and a 
new wave of wild 3-D movies followed suit, 
including the 1953 picture that would secure 
Vincent Price’s status as a 
horror Icon, the brilliant 
House of Wax (ironically 
directed by the one-eyed 
Andre De Toth), arguably 
the first 3-D film in which 
amazing effects (Can-Can 
girls!) were matched by 
cinematic quality. 

Eventually, punters got 
tired of wearing nose- 
pinching cardboard gog- 
gles, though, and 3-D’s 
popularity ebbed, though I 
it never really died - Udo 
Kier’s gall bladder cornin’ I 
at ya in 1973’s Flesh for I 
Frankenstein, anyone? 

The format really came back in the early 
’80s with the advent of a Stereoscopic 
process, which squished both frames onto a 
single strip of celluloid and ran it through only 


one projector. It was during this wave that I 
was exposed to the real-deal glories of the- 
atrical 3-D, After all, my childhood introduction 
to the form was with TV prints that were duped 
with the red/blue “anaglyph” format, a frus- 
trating and only intermittently effective “simu- 
lation” of depth. 

But between the years of 1981 and 1983, 
you could find my cardboard bespectacled self 
parked in the back row of the theatre (’cuz the 
farther back you go, the better 3-D works), 
soaking up such true silver screen three 
dimensional fare as Spacehunter: Adventures 
in the Forbidden Zone (Molly Ringwald, so 
close you can kiss her!). Chuck Band’s Metal- 
storm: The Destruction ofJared-Syn, Jaws 3- 
D, Amityville 3-D and, of course, the mother of 
the third wave ’80s 3-D horror shockers. Steve 
Miner’s Friday the 13th Part III. Not only is this 
the defining “Jason” film, and the first where 
he gets his hockey mask, it’s also the scariest 
in the series and boasts the most un-fucking- 
. believable onslaught of off- 
I the-wali, off-the-screen 
I antics in the history of 
I motion pictures. 

I wish this column was in 
3-D so I could write OUT- 
WARDS, but it’s not, and I’ve 
run out of space. Just let it 
be known that I still buy 
every View Master reel, 
every video, every DVD 
(including Robert Rodriguez’s 
Spy Kids 3-D: Game Over) 
and will indeed watch any- 
thing if it’s in 3-D. I’ve even 
watched Siegfried and Roy’s 
Imax movie. Twice. I don’t ~ 
know why I love 3-D so much, 
friends, it’s just how your Schizoid Cinephile is 
wired. Alexander out. . . in, urn, S^D. ^ 






Truly shocking sequences... 

An independent horror movie gone 
horribly, horribly right... Loaded 
with uncanny imagery, buxom goth 
babes, quirky humor, and some funky 
* gore set-pieces! 
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BY GARY BUTLER 


THE SCRIBBLER 

by Dan Schaffer Image 

BITE CLUB: VAMPIRE CRIME UNIT #1-5 

by Chaykin, Tischman and Hahn DC/Vertigo 

FOUR STORIES 

by Chris Arrant and various artists [self-publishe(^ 

PALM READER #2 (OF 4) 

by Shawn Gabborin and Stephanie Adams 

Angry Gnome 

LULLABIES FROM HELL 

by Hideshi Nine Dark Horse 

THE WICKED WEST 2; ABOMINATION 
& OTHER TALES 

by Todd Livingston, Robert Tinneil, et ai. Image 



T he debate as to w'hetlier superheroes 
are just adolescent power fantasies is 
irresoluble. That said, every so often 
a question arises concerning the larger issue 
of the psychology of identity in "powers” 
comics and for a brief, electro-shocking 
moment id-related scribbles in the margins 
become daunting, declarative statements. Or 
cries for help. Or scrcams.of terror. 

The Scribbler is not a superhero comic, 
maintains creator Dan Schaffer, though in a 
press release he referred to it as. "a superhero 
story in negative.” Fair enough, because 
where power fantasies arc inevitably about 
choice and control. Schaffer's barbaric book 
is rooted in instinct and chaos. It asks the 
question; what if we had a latent power with- 
out knowledge of its true nature - and then 
that power was released? (“They say you're 
only using a small portion of your brain," the 
interior narrative offers. “Ever wondered 
what the rest of it is up to?") 

'"The Scribbler came from the question; if 
someone invented a machine that could make 
you act Just like everybody else, how would 
you react to it?." offers Schaffer. “The opti- 
mistic answer is: 
our individuality 
would rise to the 
challenge and fight 
back it would 
tweak the machine 
for its own ends 
and use it against 
its creators.” 

Suffering from 
multiple personal- 
ity disorder. The 
Scribblers Suki. 
a.k.a. Patient 107. 
undergoes an expei'imcntal treatment of 
Philip K. Dick-ish proportions called the 
“Siamese Burn”, which basically hotwires 
divergent selves into alignment - or junks 
them altogether. Before long. Suki starts los- 
ing entii'c days, waking up to find back- 
wards-scripted notes in her own handwriting 
and dead neighbours in her immediate vicin- 
ity. Exactly who The Scribbler is and whether 


she's a I'orce of good or evil - or 
nature - is far less obvious than 
e.xpected. 

Simply put. The Scribbler is a 
terrific idea, pretty much the 
monkey’s paw of empowcnnenl 
wishes. What makes it even 
more interesting is the fact that 
it’s set within the confines of 
horror and dark sci-fi. not 
superheroes. Call it ".super-hor- 
ror'' if you need to label it. 

‘’'The Scribbler plays out sim- 
ilarly to a superhero origin 
story, but it's more concerned 
with the reasons behind our 
necessity to invent iconic arche- 
types rather than what those 
archetypes actually do." Schaf- 
fer explains. “It explores why 
some of us are fascinated with 
superheroes and larger-than-life 
characters, and how we miss all 
the subtleties in-between when 
we only focus on the extreme 
ends of the scale. The book is 
really about how delicacy and 
individuality arc stomped all 
over by the machine-like hive 
mind. The Scribbler’s powers 
arc a manife.station of human 
capabilities when they’re unre- 
strained.” 

It’s no surprise to learn that (he British 
writer/artist has a I'ascination with abnormal 
psychology. He has a vast resource in his 
psychologist girlfriend, his email list is called 
“Hearing Voices” and his previous horror 
comics Iiuligo yerlign and Dogwitch 
(RMfl52) both study fragmenting personali- 
ties struggling to hold themselves together as 
the "real” world encroaches. 

Schaffer's books all feature spunky, sexy, 
devil-may-care female protagonists who di.sh 
out dirtier than they get, making him essen- 
tially the Joss Whedon of the dark and drea- 
ry set. On the art front, unbridled imagina- 
tion electrifies The Scribbler's 96 black and 
white pages. Images coalesce and separate in 


often border-busting panelling. Suki's hap- 
penstance choice of a skeleton Halloween 
costume in a time of, ahem, naked need 
becomes a portentous metaphor. 

“Artistic influences in this instance would 
be Shinya Tsukamoto. David Lynch, and a 
whole load of old black and white hoixor 
movies.'’ says Schaffer of the imagery. "The 
tone was influenced a great deal by Asian 
horror flicks so The Scribbler's long hair was 
a friendly nod towards that. 1 also kept The 
Scribbler’s face mostly co\'ered by hair 
because it's also Suki's face, and 1 wanted to 
give the impression that you were looking at 
somebody new." ^ 
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BY DAVE AlEXANDER. GARY BUTIER. 5 

ERIC GRANT AHD MARK M0YE5 j 


Though I don't tend to find Howard 
Chaykin’s seedy sense of black humour as 
toothsome as some. I have to admit to deriv- 
ing significant guilty pleasure from his two 
recent vampire mafia mini- 
series (co-written with 
David Tischman). Bite 
Club: Vampire Crime Unit 
just wrapped with an end- 
ing as twisted as the one 
that blindsided me in last 
year’s Bite Club, far less 
predictable than The 
Sopranos, nastier than 
many women-in-prison 
movies and just bloody 
erotic (check out those to- 
die-for Frank Qiiiiely covers - too bad he 
stopped mid-series). GB 

A nod to Florida-based writer Chris Arrant, 
whose self-published mini-comic. Four Sto- 
ries. deftly demonstrates that he’s Zo/ied-out 
in the '"Twilighr sense. Like the title promis- 
es. here are four stories: 
all different styles, all six 
pages max. all with 
strong characterization, 
and mostly well drawn. 

Passenger is reminiscent 
of Polanski's Tenant. 
while Snowblind is 
straight outta Rod Ser- 
ling. Give this knight 
Arrant a few sawbucks and let’s see what he 
can do with an actual budget. More info: 
chrisarrant.com. GB 

?t takes blood. sweat and tears to put out an 
indie comic, and Palm Reader certainly cov- 
ers the blood. The premise is solid: after being 
mocked liy a smart-ass twentysomething, a 
fortune teller exacts revenge by cursing him. 







Higb priest of horror manga Hideshi Hino 
has been given his due in North America over 
the past few years with a series of translated 
releases from DH Publishing (RMii43). Now, 


Dark Horse helps spread the sickness with 
Lullabies From Hell, a compelling collection 
of early Hino tales demonstrating a more per- 
sonal side of the artists depravity. The title 
story, for example, is a perverse “biography” 
of Hino as a bullied, neurotic boy, which is 
riddled with animal mutilation, demonic 
revenge, playing with maggot-ridden corpses, 
plus a variety of graphic abuse and murder. 
The second highlight is 
Unusual Fetus My Baby, 
in which the narrator's 
wife births an evil frog 
all while the entire world 
descends into chaos 
resulting from humans 
birthing animals. Rarely 
have the fears of a first- 
time father been so 
hideously channelled. 

Crammed full of Hino 's 
usual sympathetic 
monsters and detailed 
grotesqueries. Lulla- 
bies From Hell is the ideal 
intro to the delusional atrocities of a master. 
DA 


The twenty-o<W yams collected in the 192 
pages of The Wicked West H scrape deeper 
into the twisted life of cowpoke vampire slay- 
er Cotton Coleridge. Cursed to bed down 
(sometimes figuratively) with the supernatur- 
al every night he spends on the open range. 
IVWIl Imds Cotton running afoul of demons, 
ghosts, zombies, man-eating slugs anci most 
horrifying of all. human folk who 
are just plum rotten. Abomina- 
tion. the title story by Robert Tin- 
nell and Neil Yokes, recounts 
Cotton’s ill-fated romance with 
the mistress of a travelling freak 
show - it’s satisfyingly creepy, 
strangely touching and simply 
frank(enstein). Vignettes comprise 
most of the balance, fluffy biscuits 
of sinew and bullets. The loose, 
cartoon styles of the contributing 
artists (including Powers' Michael 
Avon Oeming and The Living ami 
the Dead's Micah Farritor) undercut 
any sense of true terror, but there are 
still many eerie thrills to be found among the 
tumbleweeds, EG 


voodoo-style, so the unlucky jerk gets to read 
his own bleeding palm to find out whom he’ll 
unintentionally murder next. Pencil rendering 
gives the book a naive charm, but the per- 
spective often proves detrimental - even pan- 
els with 3-D poses end up looking like Egypt- 
ian art; flat and static. Still, there’s something 
about the shading in the 
opening sequence to 
issue #2 that makes the 
hallways look creepier, 
even foreboding. Inten- 
tional and unintentional 
comedy and a twist end- 
ing in issue #4 give this 
mini-series a boost. Info: 
angrygnomc.com MM 
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Siren’s Call 
Mary Ann Mitchell 
>> ISBN#19328I5163 

; ISBN# 9781932815160 
Gold Imprint 
US $6.99 / CDN $8.99 


Disconnection 
Erin Samiloglu 
ISBN#1932815244 
ISBN#978193281524 
Gold Imprint 
US $6.99 / CDN $8.99 


In Darkness It Dwells 
Joseph Laudaii 
ISBN#1932815708 
ISBN#978193281570 
Gold Imprint 
US $6.99 / CDN $8.99 


The Lucifer Messiah 
Frank Cavallo 
ISBN#1932815872 
ISBN#9781932815870 
Gold Imprint 
^y^.99 / CDN $8.99 


Dislnhiitcd in Canada by 


H.B. Fenn and Company Ltd. 


The Dream Thief 

Tolteca 

Forever Will You Suffer 

Helen A. Rosburg 

K. Michael Wright 

Gary Frank « 

ISBN#I932815201 

ISBN#1932815465 

1SBN#1932815694 

rSBN#9781932815207 

ISBN#9781932815467 

ISBN#9781932815696 

Gold Imprint 

Platinum Imprint 

Gold Imprint 

US $6.99 / CDN $8.99 

US $26.95 / CDN $35.95 

US $6.99 / CDN $8.99 ^ 
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(global ghoul school • xhe Munsters Memorialized • shetchin^ Stephen Kin^ 



Horror international 
Steven Jay Schneider 
and Tony Williams, eds. 

Wayne State University Press 

"The Western horror Him has received 
due attention and recognition over the past 
twenty years. Now is the time for voices 
from different cultural and national contexts 
to be heard." Damn right! That quote from 
the introduction to Steven Jay Schneider 
and Tony Wi]liam.s' Horror lutenuitional 
explains the thioist behind this welcome col- 
lection of academic essays, and with a flood 
of international horror flicks hitting the 
North American DVD market, the timing 
couldn’t be better. 

The 384-pagc book contains eighteen 
selections, each focusing on a different 
country, and collected together under four 
themes: The Dynamics of Cross-Cultural 
Horror Exchange, Haunting Histories and 
Regional Gothics. Horror in the Social 
Realm and Contested Horror Traditions. 
E.ssays range from "Burn. Witch. Burn: A 
First Look at the Scandinavian Horror 
Film" (Viola Shafik) to “Kiwi Gothic; New 
Zealand's Cinema of Perilous Paradise” 
(Ian Conrich) to “The Return of History as 
HoiTor: Onibaba and the Atomic Bomb” 
(Jyotsna Kapur). 

The various theses demonstrate how ele- 
ments such as the historical, social, politi- 



cal, geographic and religious shape, reflect 
and explain the cultural differences and 
similarities in horror from various regions - 
providing just a glimpse of the genre’s full 
spectrum. It's not an easy read, but hell, 
there are already enough breezy retrospec- 
tives and picture-heavy coffcc-table books 
out there covering the genre. 

Some of the more captivating selections 
include Josephine Woll's “Exorcising the 
Devil: Russian Cinema”, which explains 
how the country’s turbulent past formed its 
uneven hoiTor output (although the piece is 
already dated due to the lack ofeoverage of 
the popular Nighuvatch series), as well as 
Williams' own "Hong Kong Social HoiTor: 
Tragedy and Farce in Category 3”, which 
uncovers the subversive political undercur- 
rents of the notorious gore cycle. 

Not all the essays succeed in their aims, 
howe\er. The opening piece by Raiford 
Guins tries to show how DVD technology - 
specifically Anchor Bay’s widescreen, 
uncut releases with extra features - directly 
caused a rc-cvalualion of the Italian horror 
nim. but he fails to mention that before 
DVD the company was releasing special 
edition VI IS tapes - widescreen, uncut and 
with special features. Similarly. Suzie 
Young attempts a case for schoolgirls in 
Canadian horror as a new, culturally specif- 
ic archetype, but bases her argument chiefly 
on only two films (Ginger Snaps and 0//)e), 
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and makes no mention of other relevant 
titles such as Black Christmas, Prom Night 
or Decoys. 

Regardless, there arc more than enough 
focused, deeply insightful and relatively 
approachable essays here just waiting to 
bust open your horror horizons. 

Dave Alexander 

The Munsters: a Trip 
Down Mockingbird none 
Stephen Cox 

Back Stage Books 

The best writers of both fiction and non- 
fiction tend to use personal experience to 
flesh out whatever story or subject they 
choose to explore. Case in point: writer 
Stephen Cox’s The Munsters: A Trip Down 
Mockingbird Lane, the brand new, fully 
revised and expanded version of his original 
1989 offering The Munsters Official Ghoul 
Guide. Cox’s glossy tribute, and episode 
guide for the beloved 1960s horror-comedy 
TV show is not only packed full of cast 
insight and fan ravings but also functions as 
the author’s very intimate and loving ode to 
a piece of pop culture history that largely 
defined his life. 

Filled with hundreds of chiefly full-colour 
(and ultra-rare) stills from the Universal 
Studios vault, and loaded with cast recollec- 
tions and testimonials. A Trip Down Mock- 
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IZ 

Christopher Golden 
and James A. Moore 

Earthling Publications 
Sure you’ve watched The 
Wizard of Oz while listening 
to Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of 
the Moon, but have you ever 
dared to the imagine that 
storybook place overflowing with bloodthirsty 
demons and dolls that come alive at night to 
tear you apart? Didn’t think so. This illustrated 
genre-tied re-envisioning will leave you wish- 
ing it was longer than a mere novella. 

Monica S. Kuebler 


"iRRr- 

Jay McRoy, ed. 

Unive^ity of Hawaii Press 
The Japanese have plenty 
of neuroses lurking in their 
collective attic, according to 
the contributors to Japan- 
ese Horror Cinema. These 
collected J-horror essays examine the genre's 
' history, offering heavy thoughts on what those 
long-haired ghost ladies reveal about the 
nation’s troubled subconscious. But grab a dic- 
tionary to navigate the occasional academic 
noodling in this otherwise fascinating and 
thorough overview. 


.. TTiC 
Dave Fox 
Presto Art 

In tribute to depression- 
plagued Japanese artist 
and ghost believer Yoshi- 
toshi (1839-1892), Dave 
Fox presents a painted 
guidebook featuring 36 of 
his own Kwaidan-inspired 
ghosts and demons, complete with creative 
descriptions true to each legend. Spooky and 
splendid. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


James Grainger 







The Munsters: A Trip Down Mockingbird Lane: The consummate tome on the TV series. 


inghiixi Lane is everything that a Miinsiers 
culiist requires and then some. Charting the 
entire (far-too-brieO two-year run of the 
series, episode by episode. Cox's book also 
examines the immediate 1966 feature Him 
spinoir, the awesomely underrated Mnn.sier. 
Go Home, as well as the subsequent TV 
movies and revamps. 

All these factoids and figures should be 
more than enough to label this tome com- 
plete, but Cox goes the extra mile. In a beau- 
tifully written, touchingly observed intro- 
duction. tlte author takes us back to when he 
was a boy and llrst got bit by The Munsier.s 
bug. Turns out. the pretecn Cox sil'ted 
through phone books until he tracked down 
old Grandpa Munster himself. A1 Lewis. So 
moved was Lewis by the young lad's sincer- 
ity and eagerness to learn about the man who 
drove the Dragula. that he and Cox stayed 
friends right up until Lewis's death this past 
Febiaiary. 

Yvonne (Lilly) DeCarlo and Butch (Eddie) 
Patrick supply both forewords and after- 
words, respectively, and several rare inter- 
views with family head Herman (the late, 
great Fred Gwynne) are also present. But 
make no mistake, this intensely personal 
edition is Cox’s show. It’s his honest, sweet, 
fanboy love of this wonderful tcn'or-ific 
television show that makes it such a won- 
derful read. 

Chris Alexander 


The secretary of Dreams 

Stephen King 

Cemetery Dance 

After millions of books sold and millions of 
dollars earned. Stephen King just can't get 
any respect. Highbrow critics deride his work 
as creative hackei 7 . and long-time "fans" pro- 
claim to internet message boards evci^whcrc 
that his be.st-beforc date has long since 
expired. To v\ it. he likely doesn't care about 
such criticism; he remains the landmark hor- 
ror writer of the last half-centuiy. and if his 
oeuvre is more EC Comics than Oxford 
Press, so be it, 

That EC tradition is on display in The Sec- 
retaiT of Dream.';, a gorgeously illustrated 
collection of six unabridged King classics 
featuiing art by Maine's Glenn Chadboume. 
Each is pre.sentcd through an array of tech- 
niques; traditional paragraphs of text bleed 
directly into the artwork. handv\Tittcn btirsts 
of dialogue convey emotion, and multiple 
fonts match the mood of each scene. 

Home Delivery, King's take on the zombie 
talc (and the basis of Elio Quiroga's fantastic 
shoii: animated film of the same name. 
RMHOI). boasts interspersed bookplate pages 
that inteipi'Ct. rather than represent, the story. 
Jerusalem's Lot. a prequel of sorts to King’s 
vampire classic Salem .V Lot. is rcimagined as 
a Lovecraftian nightmare, and the sombre 
The Reach gets an upgrade with Dali-csque 
nightmare imagery. 





( \Hundreds of the highest quality heavy silhscreened underground apparel. Horror K Goth designs found 
i \ 'tov'hei'e els! We also have a full line of unique patches, and Halloween gear. Fasy online shopping, or / 
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A new coffee-tttble crusher from.Titqn Boolis 
reueals the secrets behind staif WlTliston’s 
groundbreaking creature creations. 


THE MAN BEHINDtHE 



by JOSEPH O'BRIEN 



it m never think of what we do as 'special 
I effects,”' explains eo-year-old effects 
■ legend Stan Winston. “We use effects 
to create great characters. While I’m often 
tagged as a special effects artist, I like to 
think of myself and tiie people at my studio as 
character creators.” 

After more than 30 years in the business, a 
resume boasting more famous monsters than 
Famous Monsters, four Academy Awards and 
a star on the Walk of Fame, Winston can caii 
it whatever the hell he wants. He's in the Stan 
Winston Business, an industry which has 
expanded into film production, toys and 
comic books. Ail those achievements and 
more are now the subject of a massive retro- 
spective called The Winston Effect_ 

The deluxe book goes behind the scenes of 
numerous movie effects (such as the chest- 
burster aiien in Aliens, contains hundreds of 
never-before-seen photographs and pieces of 
artwork, and is penned in exhaustive detail by 
Cinefex editor Jody Duncan, with an introduction 
by iong-time Winston collaborator James 
Cameron [Terminatoi). 

"The title itseif is a double entendre,” Winston 
expiains. •‘It's really the art and history of Stan 
Winston Studios, i embrace the use of effects 
where needed, but. for me. The Winston Effectls 
the effect of our work on the world and what it 
has taken to do that work." 

Said work becomes all the more impressive 
with Duncan’s revelation that Winston arrived in 
Hollywood in 1968 with no aspirations of working 
in the special effects industry at all. 

"What i came out to do was be an actor, and I 
failed dramatically," he admits. “But 1 wanted to 


WINSTON EFFECT 



STAN WINSTON STUDIO 


create characters, as an actor. I just did it behind 
file camera instead of in front of the camera.” 

After an apprenticeship as a makeup artist at 
Wait Disney Studios. Winston got his moviemak- 
ing start in 1972, creating monster makeup for 
Bill L. Norton's made-for-TV creature feature Gar- 
goyles. Though a forgettable film in many 
regards, the hideous gargoyle makeup made the 
movie at the time. He then took up work collabo- 
rating. and in some cases heading up, effects 
work on notable genre entries like The Entity anti 
Dead S Buried in the early '80s, Winston also 
helped out an exhausted Rob Bottin by creating 
much of tiie disturbing dog pen scene in John 
Carpenter's The Thing, and he contributed signif- 
icantly to Friday the 13th Part III, Aliens. Predator, 


The Monster Squad, Edward Scissorhands, 
Interview With the Vampire and Wrong Turn, to 
name a few. 

He has since co-founded, along with James 
Cameron and Scott Ross, Digital Domain, one 
of the biggest visual effects companies in 
Hollywood. Despite major contributions to 
big-budget science fiction epics like Jurassic 
Park, Spielberg’s A.I. and Cameron’s upcom- 
ing Avafar(Cameron’s amusing and insightfui 
introduction to the book was written during 
the film’s pre-production), Winston hasn't 
completely abandoned the genre in which he 
first distinguished himself. 

"Horror movies have always been one of 
the staples of my emotional diet because I 
love to be scared and I love to scare people," 

^ he says. “I think it’s cathartic - we all need to 
express that emotion, and I think when peo- 
ple bottle up their fear and don't allow it to 
come out, don’t allow ttiemselves to be afraid 
of the most simplistic things - like horror movies 
or roller coasters or whatever - then they live in 
fear, they take it to bed with them at night." 

Having created so many fearsome boogeymen 
in his day, today Winston finds it difficult to single 
out any one as a persona! favourite. 

‘"/ou Imow the old saying 'How can you possi- 
bly have a favourite child?' It's the same thing. My 
favourite thing about tiie work we've done at the 
studio - and I don’t lay ownership to any of it - is 
that it’s been a collaboration. I’ve just been fortu- 
nate enough in my career to be a common 
denominator in a lot of great movies and a lot of 
iconic characters. You want to know what the 
baby is? The baby is thfe body of work." % 
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American Morons 

Glen Hirshberg 

Earthling Publications 


Glen Hirshberg’s second collec- 
tion of short stories continues the ' 
author’s exploration of a cerebral, 
brt)oding form of fiction that does 
not skimp on suspense and sur- i 
prise endings. The horror here is 
skillfully blended into familiar 
urban and suburban settings 
brimming with recognizable 
character types, humdrum jobs ' 
and loving, if occasionally sti- I 
fling, family dynamics.- . j 
The title story finds two vaca- 
tioning American college stu- ^ 
of a busy road in Rome. Hirshberg 
slowly mines the tension of their disintegrating love affair i 
while cuing the reader to what may be a sinister conspiracy 1 
that involves sacrificing, American tourists to an ancient pagan 
god. It's a creepy story and Hirshberg wisely does not show 
his hand ’til, the final page, leaving the reader witti a disturb- ' ^ 
ing image that encapsulates the horror only hinted at 
throughout the story.' This technique of deflecting attention 
away from the supernatural core is also employed in other 
tales, turning the a,ttention toward the tensions of domestic | 
situations that readers can more easily relate to.' ' 

Himhberg writes -iri a reflective, naturalist style that suits 
this narrative strategy. He can also nail a scene with a chilling 
image, as in this description of the body of a beloved grand- 
father; "His' whole, head had been transformed by. the 
embalming into a shiny, vaguely Grandpa-shaped bulge bal- 
anced atop his bulgy, overweight body, like the top of a snow- 
man." . . 

Some of the stories rely a littie too heavily on characters 
piecing together supernatural mysteries through a combina- , 
tion of reflection, amateur detective work and listening to 
someone tell an old story - in other words, a little more action 
and a few more Boo! moments would have been nice. But this ' 
is a small criticism. American Morons; \\V& the supernatural 
protagonists lurking behind its workaday exteriors, has a way 
of creeping up on you and not letting go. 

James Grainger 



Uncle Otto's Tmck. Rainy Season and The Road Virus Heads North differ 
from the others as they read as graphic novels, and it is here that Chadboume's 
work shines. Comparing the prose to the an is a treat: every last detail of King's 
descriptions arc packed into each frame. Virus is a particular standout, and its 
narrator, horror scribe “Richard Kinnell" bears a more than coincidental resem- 
blance to King, 

The risk of any project such as this is that it forces readers to allow the artist's 
inteipretatioii to supercede their own. But. as these stories have been widely 
a\’ailable for years. Chadboume’s fresh take blows the cobwebs off. Fans will 
have to shell out a pretty penny for the collection, but The Secreiciiy of Dreams 
is a must-own tome for King completists and all those who like a bloody book 
to curl up with while the wind howls outside. 

Brad .Abraham 


Birthday 
Kojf Suzuki 

Vertical, Inc. 

Koji Suzuki made his name outside .lapan with Ringu and its many varied 
spinoffs. So. it should be no siiiprisc that the upcoming three-story collection 
Birihcluy features a tale which apparently served 
as a prequel to the film Ring 0. 

The story in question. The Lemon Heart, fol- 
lows Toyama, a sound technician who worked 
for the same acting company as Sadako - a.k.a. 

The Girl From the Well. Unaware of the where- 
abouts of his ex-girlfriend but knowing that he 
still feels a great sense of loss, Toyama is puz- 
zled when a reporter shows up 24 years later to 
question him about her disappearance. As 
memories of their odd relationship flood back, 

Toyama begins to see and hear disturbing 
things. 

The Lemon Heart is an accomplished piece 
of .short hoiTor fiction, with a careful build-up 
of tension, longing, lust and even sadness. As 
with Suzuki's other work, the tciTor lies in the coinmingling of all these emo- 
tions. not in gratuitous shock. 

The second cntr>'. a three-chapter fragment of a presumably forthcoming 
adventure-thriller called The Crimson Labyrinth, isn’t even by Suzuki. Written 
by Yusukc Kishi, it's about a man, Fujiki. who wakes to find himself lost in a 
canyon-like setting. A small device he finds notifies him that he’s playing a 
game and urges him forward. Hooking up with a few other equally bewildered 
people. Fujiki navigates the increasingly complex •‘game”, finding out that it 
isn't quite as harmless as it might have seemed. Reminiscent of the movie Cube. 
the tale pits a group of strangers against an impossible situation, where they're 
goaded into second-guessing and even potentially turning against each other. 

Adrift wraps the volume. This short and succinct piece, previously published 
in Suzuki's Dark Water collection, is an atmospheric, one-note tale of despera- 
tion and panic aboard a yacht. 

Sans The Leinon Heart. Birthday is not essential reading. In fact, it’s an odd 
duck - a book published under Suzuki's name with half of it taken up by anoth- 
er author. Still, there's pleasure to be found in it. even if it's unexpected. 

Tom Murray 
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“Equal parts Wight of the Living Dead, 
The Blair Witch Project, and a 
great snuff film!” ^ 
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travelogueof 


morbid events around the globe 

by LSsa Ladouceur 


L# arades of animal flesh-sporting pagans, public cremations, coffin 
I races - these are just some of the spectacular events awaiting 
travellers with a morbid outlook or a love of foreign cultural curiosities. 
These annual events, festivals and holidays where evil spirits, death 


parades and bloody rites are still practiced and can be witnessed by vis- 
itors, offer a unique perspective on how other cultures celebrate, honour, 
or try to stave off, the dark side. Rue Morgue presents a look at some ter- 
rifying trips throughout the calendar year. 

effigies light up and the throng surges forward 
to gawk, the explosions are positively terrifying. 


FROZEN DEAD GUY DAYS 
MARCH 

Nederland, Colorado, USA 

Lest you think only far-flung lands have far- 
fetched ideas for honouring the dead, this 
American festival salutes “Grandpa" Bredo 
Morstoel, a Norwegian who was cryogenically 
frozen in 1989. Bredo’s grandson has kept the 
dearly departed’s body in suspended animation 
in a specially designed shed in Nederland since 
1993. Capitalizing on this oddity, the town 
launched Frozen Dead Guy Days in 2002, a typ- 
ical small-town winter fair. . . with a twist. Tour 
Grampa Bredo’s final resting shed, watch a 
“cryogenic parade”, and, of course, build a cof- 
fin on wheels to race down Main Street. What 
say you, dear reader? Can you beat the Neder- 
land mortuary staff? Now, if they would only 
build Grandpa a glass chamber so we could 
have a good look at him. That would be sub- 
zero-level cool. For more information visit ned- 
erlandchamber.org/FrozenDeadGuyDays. 


SEMANA SANTA - APRIL 

San Cristobal de ias Casas, Mexico 
Mexico’s Day of the Dead gets all the atten- 
tion for its sugar skulls, graveyard parties and, 
well, the word "Dead”, but for an even more 
powerful experience visit this country during 
Easter Week. The country’s second biggest hol- 
iday is celebrated nationwide, but in the 
colonial highland city of San Cristo- 
bal it’s particularly frightening, 

Watch the Body of Christ /tKM ^ 
paraded through the candlelit /kSp 
streets in a sarcophagus, |||| 

staged, elaborate, bloody 1/^ 
recreations of the crucifixion V. 
and mournful day-long proces- V 
sions cloaked in incense and, 
well, cloaks. At night, religion mixes 
with fun for the burning of effigies - 
giant papier mache sculptures representing evil 
things (police brutality, child abuse, etc.) stuffed 
with firecrackers. And since safety rules in Mex- 
ico are practically non-existent, when those 


DANCE DF THE DEVILS - APRIL 

Prizzi, Italy 

All over Italy Easter is celebrated with much 
gusto. In Manugheo, for example, Carnivale fes- 
tivities involve dressing up in goat skins and 
black face paint to dance and act out 
traditional stories of ritual torture 
and sacrifice. And in the remote 
B, \ Sicilian village of Prizzi, the 
' inhabitants deliver a theatrical 

festival of evil. At 6 AM on East- 
H '"'igljf er Sunday, the forces of “evil” 
arrive to claim the town in a 
y massive parade called Dance of 
the Devils. Villagers in grotesque 
black and red iron masks haunt the 
streets collecting the “souls” of passersby, who 
usually offer up drinks instead (an acceptable 
substitute for souls, apparently). This “dance” 
represents Satan’s desire to prevent the Virgin 
Mary’s discovery of her resurrected son, and 
those dressed as angels also gather, eventually 
“slaying" the evildoers, after which much 
candy-eating ensues. But for a few hours at 
least, in Prizzi, it’s the devils who rule. 


WALPURGIS NIGHT - APRIL 30 

Sweden/Finland/Germany 

Named after Saint Walburga (bom in 71 0) and 
based on pagan rituals (in Germany the event is 
chiefly associated with witches) mixed with 
Viking fertility rites, Walpurgis Night has long 
captured the imagination of horror hounds. 
Bram Stoker set his short story Dracula’s Guest 
during its pitch-black hours, the 1931 film 
Dracula begins on that evening, Anton LaVey 


Photo by Conrad Olivier 




founded his Church of Satan on it in 1 966 and 
Black Sabbath, the Legendary Pink Dots and 
Mercyful Fate have all w/ritten songs about it. 


Tllis is the night devils are afoot in Eastern a giant bonfire heralds spring at Sweden's Walpurgis Night Festival, and beasties take to the 

Europe and Scandinavia, coming at the end of streets of Germany to celebrate Krampus. Opposite: Countess Bathora invites you to her Witches 

the long, dark winter. Today, it’s one of the most Masquerade Ball, racing with a stiff at the Frozen Dead Guy Festival, and a Grim Reaper warns 
important celebrations of the year, a time to Mexican youdis against drugs. 

stay up through the dark night singing and 


dancing amidst giant bonfires in order to wei- 
cqme spring with debauchery (often including 
Halloween-like pranks) verging on Camivale- 
level excess. 


cremations, called ngaben, are held throughout 
the year but are concentrated in late August 
when poorer families pool their finances for 
elaborate group cremations. Even previously 


Salem history, and much more. If your dream 
Halloween party guest list includes both the liv- 
ing and ttie dead, this is the HQ for you. 

See festivalofthedead.com for more. 


VOODOO FESTIVAL - JULY 

Mirebalais and area, Haiti 

Up in ttie mountains of Haiti near the water- 
falls of Saut d’Eau, the country’s voodoo tradi- 
tions burn bright at a festival celebrating the 
apparition of the Virgin Mary, or Erzulie. Tens of 
thousands of Haitians make the pilgrimage to 
serve the spirits with all-night prayer rituals. 
Stripping down, they bathe naked in the cas- 
cading water to the sound of drums and sacred 
animals being slaughtered. Hundreds of can- 
dles are burned, attendees carry animal parts 
with them through mud pools and priests and 
priestesses dole out advice as bodies twitch 
and stumble in various states of “possession." 

NGABEN CREMATION CEREMONY 
AUGUST 

Bali, Indonesia 

The Pacific island paradise of Bali has one of 
the most ritualistic cultures on Earth, and, 
despite heavy Westernization through tourism, 
has kept its traditions alive... and dead. Public 


buried bodies are exhumed and placed inside 
coffins, which are then placed into sarcophagi 
and carried throughout the village in a rowdy 
procession. Bodies are spun around to confuse 
the evil spirits so they cannot return and haunt 
the family. Ngaben is about releasing the soul 
for reincarnation, and its climax is the burning 
using “holy" fire, accompanied by chanting and 
traditional music. 

FESTIVAL OF THE DEAD 
HALLOWEEN WEEKEND 

Salem, Massachusetts, USA. 

The world's greatest Halloween hot spot 
might just be in Salem, site of the great Witch 
Hunt. Modern-day witches have created a 
week-long festival to honour the spirit world 
with seminars, seances and ghost hunts. Apart 
from a wicked Masquerade Ball, they present 
Dinner with the Dead (a supper held in com- 
plete silence), the Terror Fantasy Art Show, a 
gallery of morbid expressions, classes on the 
proper use of the ouija board, graveyard walks 
with renowned experts of the paranormal and 


KRAMPUS - DECEMBER 5 

Austria/Germany 

Ever wished your local Santa Claus parade 
had a little more violence? Bestial costumes, 
terrified children, that sort of thing? If so, head 
to Bavaria in December for festivities honouring 
Krampus, St. Nicholas’ sadistic sidekick. 
According to local traditions, Krampus is said to 
accompany the jolly fellow on his Christmas Eve 
runs, whipping the naughty kids with his switch 
or stuffing them into a black sack for a one-way 
trip down river. This upstanding character 
materializes in many modern forms: some 
adults relive the traditional child-spooking 
house calls and frat boys in Salzburg go on 
drunken pub crawls in cheap costumes, whip- 
ping women with bundles of sticks. But if you’re 
quite lucky, you may witness the most hardcore 
Krampus followers donning hideous goat-horn 
masks made from animal flesh and parading 
through villages in serious re-enactments of 
olde tyme Krampus tales. A genuine nightmare 
before Christmas. % 
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This issue: According to its makers. Chaos is 
The Most Brutal Movie Ever.” The Gore-met begs to differ. 



CHAOS 

Starring Kevin Gage, Sage Stallone 
and K.C. Kelly 

Written and directed by David DeFalco 
Razor Digital Entertainment 

The outrageousness of the most patently 
offensive exploitation genres - namely those that 
centre on Nazis, nuns or chicks in chains - acts 
as a safety valve. They're lewd, crude and, most 
importantly, cheesy. But there is nothing of the 
sort to celebrate in rape/revenge films. Rape is 
ugly, and so should be the 
films made about it; the only 
responsible way to depict the 
act is in the most harrowing 
manner possible. Relatively 
recent rape/revenge films 
like Baise-moi {a.k.a. Rape 
Me, 2000) and Irreversible 
(2002) have somewhat res- 
urrected this deplorable 
genre; uglier and more 

upsetting than ever. 

The latest, Chaos, dubbed “The Most Brutal 
Movie Ever Made" by the filmmakers, was origi- 
nally Intended as a remake of Wes Craven’s 
debut feature, the quintessential rape/revenge 
film Last House on the 972). While a noto- 
rious and effective exploitation milestone, Last 
House isn’t a particularly good film, so a do-over 
is not out of order. Had writer/director David 
DeFalco and producer Steven Bernheim not 


turned around a week into Chao^ principal pho- 
tography and Inexplicably divorced their produc- 
tion from Craven’s film, theirs would be regarded 
as a superior remake, instead of the blatant rip- 
off it is. This most egregious mistake was just the 
first in the comedy of errors that surrounds this 
release. 

In Craven’s film, a pretty young girl heads off to 
a rock concert with a girlfriend her ’50s-sitcom- 
cliche parents don’t really approve of. On the 
way, the girls approach a sketchy drug addict 
about scoring some dope before the show and 
end up in the clutches of a gang of escaped con- 
victs - comprising the addict’s father, his lackey, 
and their bisexual playmate - and are abducted, 
brutalized, raped and murdered almost on the 
parents’ doorstep. In a twist of fate, the gang is 
taken in as guests in the home of the girl they had 
just murdered, but the parents quickly determine 
these people are responsible for the death of their 
daughter, then exact violent retribution. DeFalco’s 
Chaos script, with the exception of a few cos- 
metic changes and an unfortunate Tarantino- 
inspired Mexican standoff cop-out conclusion, is 
exactly and maddeningly the same. 

Here’s the rub: In the new wave of pointlessly 
violent horror films, this is one of the few that 
actually gets business done. It’s easily the most 
successful emulation of a ’70s-style exploitation 
film yet. Last House is ultimately undermined by 
inappropriate elements of slapstick and a goofy 
score, which DeFalco cannily eschews. 

In fact, the lack of Incidental music and stylized 
cinematography, combined with some intense 


performances and a dead serious approach to 
the subject matter, grant the film an aura of real- 
ism that similar retro-exploitation films have 
been unable to pull off. DeFalco’s commitment to 
keeping it real serves the violence depicted in the 
film especially well. The rape scenes, one of 
which features a large knife opening a hole from 
ass to vagina, are almost unbearable to watch, 
but in actuality are less graphic than comparable 
scenes in Last House] 

Although they ultimately ended up with a pow- 
erful and disturbing film, the filmmakers have 
proven themselves completely clueless as to how 
to handle It. Not content with the absurd claim 
that ttiis was an original film, they tacked on an 
opening text crawl which attempts to attribute 
some educational merit to the movie. And when 
Roger Ebert wrote a withering review of theirfilm, 
DeFalco and Bernheim fired off a letter disputing 
it! This dire lack of professionalism carries over 
into the supplemental materials on the DVD. 

The one-sided Roger Ebert Controversy is four- 
teen embarrassing minutes of Bernheim and 
DeFalco spinning Ebert’s words into something 
they find palatable. Even more ludicrous is Inside 
the Coroner's Office: A Tour of the LA Coroner’s 
Crypt, in which ex-professional wrestler Dave 
“The Demon” DeFalco appears shirtless amongst 
stacks of dead bodies, poses, and cuts a promo! 
Then his commentary track is interrupted by a 
cellphone call, which Bernheim takes! Unbeliev- 
able! ^ 



V 
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TIM WAGGONER 


The New Studio Album Featuring 
Temptation," “Dirge Inferno" 6 “Tonight In Flames 


CRADLEOFFlLTH.COM 


2006 Roafliunner Racords. Inc 


When Nora and 
her zoological team 
arrive on a remote 
island, they have no 
idea that they’ve just 
become prey...to one of 
nature’s most revolting 
parasites... 


T^e Best in Horror 
Cemes from 
Leisure Boo 




Available Nov. 28th! 
Ronnie thought his new 
girlfriend was perfect. 
But he couldn’t see what 
his family did— that 
Diana and her children 
weren’t quite normal, 
that somehow she was 
slowly sucking away his 
time, his money.. .his life. 


Get FREE BOOKS when you join a book club! 

Call 1-800-481-9191 or 
visit www.dorche8terpub.com for details. 

Leisure Books is a division of Dorchester Publishing. 

Don’t miss these tales of horror! 
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LAYMON 
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DARKNESS 
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2CD set of the darkest and 
damnedest from the haunted 
vault of the #1 Gothic label, 
Cleopatra Records! Features 


BAT 5ftVE ANTHOLOGY^ 


newcomers 
lots more! 


Paris Kills 


B¥D/ OSOeluxe Edition • eiP 1812 


3DD Set -eiP 1466 
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CLEOPATRA RECORDS 
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SLITHER Soundtrack 

Tyler Bates 

Bulletproof Records 
Tyler Bates (The Devil’s Rejects, 
Dawn of the Dead remake) returns 
with a more orchestral-based score, 
hurtling mangled metallic colours 
when not teasing with low-key sus- 
pense passages - including some 
cheeky nods to vintage horror and 
thriller scores. In Just A Bee Sting he 
mimics The Peephole from Bernard 
Herrmann’s Psycho, while Russkies 
has fun with the militaristic Predator 
theme. Bates also employs subtle 
electronics to sweeten his explosive 
stabs into more gargantuan 
assaults, and some instrumental 
parts eerily trail off into slithery, 
processed effects. Like vintage B- 
movie monster music, the score’s 
about being scared, scarred, eaten 
or running for your life. Plenty of 
kinetic action music that must be 
played loud. MRH M^1/2 



PULSE 12006) Soundtrack 
Elia Cmiral 

Lakeshore Records 
Inventive Czech composer Elia Cmi- 
ral has one of those minds that can 
shape a large orchestra into a pri- 
mal, grunting animal in need of a 
juicy steak, but the redesign of the 
American Pulse remake mandated a 
fusion of modern orchestral tech- 


niques and contemporary electronic 
sweetening. Whereas the original 
film (Kairo, 2001) went with a low- 
key chamber orchestra for the terri- 
fying, minimalist shocks, the 
remake’s greater emphasis on tech- 
nology had Cmiral design his score 
like a series of deadly aural squalls. 
Compacted into an album and book- 
ended by three source songs, the 
score undulates between shifting 
tonal waves that often presage 
metallic or synthetic rhythmic clus- 
ters, mutated vocal whispers, and 
the shock stabs that made Cmiral’s 
Wrong Turn score so much fun. The 
transitions between, and blending 
of, synth and orchestral elements 
are sometimes impressionistic, and 
the score closes with a series of 
aggressive, techno-styied cues 
clearly timed to punctuate onscreen 
trauma. MRH 



THE OMEN 12006) soundtrack 
Marco Beltrami 

Varese Sarabamde 

Written under the shadow of Jerry 
Goldsmith’s legendary Oscar-win- 
ning score, Marco Beltrami’s crafted 
his own crackling Omen theme for 
the devil child, emphasizing word- 
less vocals, wooden claps and surly 
brass that drive the theme forward 
like a carriage on some murderous 
midnight mission. On the other end 
is a tender, string-heavy lullaby that 
captures the ephemeral bliss as the 
childless Thorns get their idyllic 
family. Beauty and serenity never 
last, however, as Beltrami’s cues are 
mercurial creations that frequently 
erupt into eerie contrasts: subdued 
woodwinds against unsettling, sus- 
tained chords; the wailing, Middle 


Eastern vocal in Drive To Bugen- 
hagen that’s backed by deranged, 
syncopated rhythmic textures; and 
the extreme low-range frequencies 
that inevitably serve up sudden 
gusts of malevolence. Pity the cues 
are so short, but like Beltrami’s best 
work, this 50-minute album must be 
played loud and proud with a good 
subwoofer. MRH Ml;* 



THE 69 EYES GoihRock 

Framed in Blood 

Cleopatra 

This Finnish sleaze rockhjrned goth- 
ic melancholic act has been referred 
to as the missing link between The 
Cult and Type 0 Negative, a descrip- 
tion most befitting a group whose 
vocals imitate Peter Steele perfectly 
and whose guitar sounds like it was 


lifted from the cutting room floor of 
The Cult’s Love recording sessions. 
Compiling their greatest hits from 
1993-2002 (they’ve achieved gold 
albums in their native land), Framed 
in Blood shows the band as having 
varied only slightly in sound over the 
years, always leaning on high- 
pitched guitar and keyboards and 
those sonorous vocals, oozing the 
classic vibe of ’80s goth rock. Rec- 
ommended to fans of The Crow and 
The Matri)^s dark aesthetic. 

AVL III 



DEICIDE Metal 

The Stench of Redemption 

Earache 

Generally considered more evil and 
controversial than outright bloody or 
gory, old guard death metal gurus 





MONSTER HOUSE Soundtrack 

Douglas Pipes 

Varese Sarabande • s 

Newcomer Douglas Pipes shows great agility in ' » 

crafting a score using a largely singular (and f*/ 
hummable) main theme. It's a perfect ode to all ‘ - 

things childishly bright and naively beautiful, witti 
some meaty contrasting cues progressing to 
things dim and dangerous. There’s a lively mix of 
tongue-in-cheek suspense cuts, including the brassed-up Ding 
Dong/House Comes Alive! and frie militaristic The Plan/Dummy Feed, with 
its deeply resonating reverb and eerie sustained chords. Gentle tones also 
ground the orchestra! score with appropriate sympathy for the traumatized 
kiddies caught in a 3-D nightmare, while dissonance and spiralling figures 
evoke the honible fear that keeps a child frozen in a dark comer, breathing 
shallow, and clutching a well-worn teddy bear. MRH 
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GWAR Meiai 

Blood Bath and Beyond! 

DRT 

It’s hard to believe shock rock- 
ers GWAR - the creatures from 
way past Uranus - have been 
assaulting this stinking mud ball 
for twenty years. Maybe that’s 
nineteen too many, but it’s cause 
for celebration, hence Blood Bath 
and Beyond!, a DVD retrospective 
boasting previously unreleased 
GWAR songs, concert material 
and mini-flicks. 

Roughly themed around the 
guise of GWAR winning a lifetime 
achievement award, BBaB! is an 
incredibly candid look at the band 
by lead singer Oderus Urungus 
and manager Sleazy P. Martini. We find the pair plunked down in 
director's chairs delivering gaudy yet honest setups/quips about the 
group as precursor to thin “segments" including The Gore Of GWAR, 
GWAR’s Enemies. The Most Retarded GWAR Character Ever and 
embarrassing early moments when the band was still messing 
around with papier mache more than latex. Really, it’s just a few spots 
interspersed amongst in-concert montages of projectile fluids and 
carnage. 

Sounds great, but as the DVD explores the deepest pits of indul- 
gence it eventually hits bottom, offering little we haven’t seen from 
GWAR before. Zipping along at music video pace, the thing is basically 
a series of so-so improvisational skits setting up live footage, which 
ranges in quality from stellar to questionably bootleg. It's fun at first, 
but after an hour of seeing villains torn apart, band members power- 
washed with bile and a visual cacophony of mayhem, it grows old. 
Only the extra "snuff" flick truly elicits hearty response. 

Naturally, BBaBUs amusingly kitschy and delightfully cartoonish in 
typical GWAR fashion. Yet at this point, the inescapable air of retread 
putrefies the affair. How many times - and from how many angles - 
do we need to see Urungus shoot himself In the face with the Cuttle- 
fish Of Cthulhu as some hapless pop culture icon is brutalized by the 
Slave Pit? Not this many, thanks. KC 
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Deicide still manage to create a ter- 
rifically gruesome picture on The 
Stench of Redemption. Packed with 
their typical anti-religious senti- 
ment, as well as heaps of odes to 
the bloody carcass of Satan, this is 
their most focused album in years. 
From the blasting rage of Desecra- 
tion to Walk With The Devil In 
Dreams You Behold, with its 
onslaught of blistering solos and 
crossover guttural/blinding 
screams, the vitriol spills over like a 
tidal wave of vomit. Aggressive and 
straightforward, blunt and traumat- 
ic, The Stench of Redemption is the 
soundtrack for a march into the 
depths of Hades. KC * ** 



CAHIE DECAPITATION Melal 
Karma. Bloody.Karma 

Metal Blade Records 
With their vegan ideology and eco- 
logically-driven lyrics. Cattle 
Decapitation is hardly a gore-for- 
gore’s-sake metal band, but they 
have certainly written their share of 
gross-out classics. This is, after all, 
the band whose “human beings as 
cow feces” artwork resulted in 
2004’s Humanure album cover 
being banned. Boasting another 
impressive cover courtesy of Wes 
Benscoter, Karma.Bloody.Karma 
has the grind-death metallers con- 
tinuing their trademark pessimistic 
theme of the human race as an 
immoral machine bent on self- 
destruction with suicide as the only 
viable solution. Only this time, with 


the possible exception of Total 
Gore?, Cattle Decapitation avoids 
cheap gross-out tactics in favour of 
ultra dark-humoured reflections on 
an anthropocentric world. Though 
not to be taken too seriously, 
Karma.Bloody. Karma is still the 
band’s darkest and most depress- 
ing effort to date, a sober take on 
gorecore’s mindless absurdity. 
AVL^^1/2 



DERANGED Meiai 

Obscenities in B-Flat 

Listenable 

It’s hard when leaders turn into fol- 
lowers. Such is almost the case with 
long-time death metal dealers 
Deranged on this latest outing. 
Obscenities in B-Fiat has musical 
girth via traditional riff barrages and 
trampling rhythms, but the band 
struggles a little too hard to maintain 
the crown of grotesque with border- 
line silly songs of outright gross, off- 
putting, anti-PC shite. Tracks such as 
Deflower The Dead and Torture Rape 
Cum And Kill - while musically burly 
- lack both the humour of Pungent 
Stench and the outright extremeness 
and descriptive power of Cannibal 
Corpse. Deranged tries too hard 
when instead they should be feeling 
the flow. Then again, when your 
singer is moaning like the Devil has 
his balls caught on a trident, little 
things like syllables and semantics 
don’t really mean much anyway. 
Decent but far from decadent. 

KC 
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K b M ■ e eat a colossal amount of fresh 
■ brains," grunts Send More Para- 
medics screamer B’Mellmouth. 
H V “Honestly, I get so sick of you 

■ ■ mortals mistaking us for a 

bunch of living humans who are just kidding 
around. We are dead. Horror is the reality of our 
very existence.” 

Completed by guitarist Medico, bassist Xun- 
deadX and mask-wearing drummer El Diablo, 
Leeds, England’s Send More Paramedics have 
achieved virtually instant credibility for refusing 
to drop their zombie guise (even in interviews), 
playing in monster makeup and taking their 
name from a line in Dan O'Bannon’s 1985 cult 
classic Return of the Living Dead. (“As sensitive 
and naturalistic a portrayal of the agonies of liv- 
ing death as one could hope to find,” notes 
B’Heltmouth.) 

Formed in 2001 , the group has earned a loyal 
following for a fusion of raging thrash-inspired 
metal and horror punk they’ve termed Zom- 
biecore - an undead commingling of Slayer’s 
vocal styling and voraciousness, the crisp tech- 
nicality and drive of In Flames and the lyrical 
imagery and brashness of The Misfits. Not sur- 
prisingly, the songs cover the undead movie 
spectrum, including Zombie (Zombie Versus 
Shark), Dawn of the Dead (The Hordes), and, 
naturally. Return of the Living Dead (The Pain Of 
Being Dead, Trioxin), not to mention the Return 


of the Living Dead theme song The Night Has A 
Thousand Eyes. 

Yet, as these zombies devoutly insist, their 
inspiration comes from reality - or at least their 
version of it. “We just write about what we 
know,” D’Heilmouth asserts, “if that happens to 
coincide with what happens in certain films cre- 
ated by the human community then so be it. I’ve 
always found the violence and aggression of 
hardcore thrash the perfect 
medium for expressing the 
pain of undeath.” 

Send More Paramedics 
have released two split and 
three full-length record- 
ings, including the group’s 
newest The Awakening (on 
record label In at the Deep 
End), a concept album that 
heavy metal horrorphiles 
can really sink their teeth 
into. Featuring tracks such 
as Everything Is Not Under Control, I Am Every 
Dead Thing and Blood Fever, The Awakening 
explores a futuristic zombie apocalypse. It’s 
pretty straightforward; the year is 2025; a virus 
churns out a few zombies and they eat the fuck 
out of everything; cue the solos. 

“The [thematic] concept is based on real-life 
scientific predictions concerning the imminent 
destruction of humanity in a virally triggered 


undead holocaust of cannibalistic violence. It's 
mass zombification,’ reveals B Heilmouth. 

The “end of humanity” theme that shapes The 
Awakening is expressed through ultra-violent 
apocalyptic lyrics, such as, “annihilate/instinc- 
tive aggressor/fucking slay/lacerate, eviscerate, 
decapitate/become the bane, smash the brain” 
(from the track Follow Your Programming). The 
lines reveal not only these honest-to-Romero 
zombies’ deepest (or shal- 
lowest) thoughts, but pretty 
much sum up the live expe- 
rience to boot, as the band 
shambles around stage, 
dripping fake blood and 
proudly displaying prop 
heads - sometimes to sta- 
dium-sized audiences while 
opening for bands such as 
The Offspring. 

“[Our live show] is really, 
really horrible," admits 
B'Hellmouth, without missing a beat. “You’d 
have to see it to understand. It can get pretty 
messy. The only reason we play ’live’ is so we 
can draw our prey close....” 

The Awakening is currently available in North 
America as an import through iatde.com. 

Visit sendmoreparamedics.com for more on 
these undead rockers. ^ 
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PLay Dead 

A eRAPHICS A PytYABIllTY SHIVERS 


HIGHEST HATING IS THREE. 


GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 


HORRORCUX 

RPG 

WizKids Games 


Hot on the heels of their popular super 
hero-themed HeroClix gaming system, Wiz- 
Kids has released a horrific new miniature 
amusement to appeal directly to the playful 
ghoul in all of us. Called HorrorClix, it utilizes 
miniature figures, gaming cards, dice and 
mapping tiles so that two or more players can battle each other with the 
creatures that inhabit their worst nightmares. 

Figures are available in sets and booster packs, are about two inches tall 
and exquisitely painted. There are 96 different ones in the first wave alone, 
including dog soldiers, zombie cops, skeletal maidens, brine witches, vam- 
pire enforcers, executed convicts and Nosferatu. But the most impressive 
is the sixteen-inch-tall Great Cthulhu, which towers over the game board 
instilling terror in all who come up against it. Each figure also has a numer- 
ical dial on its base used to keep track of its specific characteristics such 
as speed, defense, attack and damage. 

Using gaming cards, players take turns running through scenarios that 
have them battling each other and chomping on tasty victims (such as 
prom queens and the pizza delivery guy). Each monster has its own set of 
powers and can either tear, shred, possess, frighten or mesmerize ils vic- 
tims and enemies. There are, however, also “good guys” - vampire hunters 
and prieste, who will try to save victims from your hapless slaughter. 

Game time depends upon the number of players and characters used, 
and the chill factor is as high as you want to make it. Go get ’em, ghouls! 
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MONSTER ROUSE 

GBA, GameCuhe, PS2, Nintendo DS 
THQ 


Released in conjunction witti the movie of the 
Nn ^ ^ players assuming 

^ > 7 roles of OJ, Jenny and Chowder, who are 

intent on stopping tfie nefarious title character 
from munching on trick-or-treaters. 

Armed with water pistols, characters move 
though 54 rooms {!), battling “evil” pieces of 
furniture. Though the 3-D characters and envi- 
ronmente are exquisitely rendered, fighting the 
same possessed lamps, televisions, chairs, etc. over and over again gets 
boring fast. There are also puzzles to solve, but because ttiis game is 
geared towards the younger set, they're pretty mundane. 

The PS2 and GameCube versions look best, but due to a wonky control 
system, the game plays better on smaller formats like Game Boy Advance. 
With no multiplayer capability and short play-through time, the only thing 
saving Monster Houselrom being a monster bummer are the voice talente 
of the original actors and an effectively eerie soundtrack. 



GDAffllCSiAAA 
piAyASiuiy: A1/2 
SillVEBS;«1/2 


Caiti Game 

Smirk & Dagger Games 

The “dead hand” is often referred to as a 
poker hand with two black aces and two black 
eights - the one Wild Bill Hickok was holding 
when he was shot dead in 1876. And given the 
popularity of the game as of late, it was only a 
matter of time before someone devised a poker 
game incorporating some deadlier twists. Enter 
Smirk & Dagger Games, which has created “an 
unholy union of poker and Russian roulette.” 
The handsome cards, featuring Queens with 
slit wrists, Kings beheading themselves and skeletal Jacks holding fiieir 
own eyeballs, hold a secret. More than half carry instructional messages 
perceptible only when tilted slightly back and forth in the light. Ranging 
from “All pairs are dead” to “Hands with a one-eyed Jack are dead”, they 
can drastically change any round of play. So remember: that ace up your 
sleeve could just be your undoing. 
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Available on-line & at quality shops like; 
Amalthea’s Attic - Nesconsett, NY 
Angel Clothing - Portsmouth, UK 
Bat Kave - Eureka, CA 
Esoterica - New Orleans, LA J 
Green Dragon - Tampa, f L f 
Hungry Dick’s > Hemet, CA f i 

Ipso Facto • Fullerton, CA ft 

Roadkill - New Orleans, LA / J 

See-Throo ■ Hollywood, M 


.you'll beg for Ft! 


AVAILABLE NOW ON DVD 
ATWWW.PATRICKRODDY.COMANDamazon.com. 


AR01t^WGESTUDIO,ucAl^DAMATtLIRPRODLIC^ON5,Llc.lN«s«lmoNWTO LAKE AREA FILM GROUP 
PfCsoTi PATRICK RODDYhim MERCY 

GARYSHANNON SHELLY FARRELL CHARL5MCN££LY,III awJUUEANNFAY 
rAAftON CANFIELD ^JOSH CANFIELD “^JTWALDRON "*S3CAR0LANNEGAYlf .SSSC PATTIICKRODDY 
CAROL ANNEGAYLEandJUUEANN FAY '^■'’'LSCOTTWALDROP'*^^^!: PATRICK fiOOOV 


www.patnckroddy.com 
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i STARZ 

Media 




Samsm^RTHHIWS 


Save over 30% OFF the newsstand price and 
receive 6 FREE ISSUES with a two vear suhscrintioni 


FLUse Han rne eoooentui oanreH nr suexHmiOH to mt chtht! seno m. 


HAlf YEAH (6 issues): $47,950 

/ YIM (If issues): $64.95 O 

Equals 3 FREE Issues! ffMMi 

2 YEARS (22 issues): $114,950 
Equals 8 FREE issues! 

OnXSiAS; 

HAlf yUK (6 issues): $63.95 □ 

tYUK at issues): $98.95 □ On? 
2 YEARS (22 issues): $1 77.95 1 I 


RRovmusme: 


P05TMI COOE/ZIP. 


Bern m suBsenmm with issue # O RROREi 


EMAIL 


Please send cheque or INTERNATIONAL money order payable to: MARRS MEDIA INC. 2926 DUNDAS STREET WEST, TORONTO, ON M6P 1 Y8 
Please allow three to six weeks for delivery. 

PURCHASE INSTANTLY! RUE MORGUE ACCEPTS CREDIT CARD PAYMENTS @ WWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM. CLICK ON SHOPPE OF HORRORS! / 

ORer expires November 30, 2006 ® 




(Lom FOti MmrsMo Bam isSB€S 

MT Tucse opmtm 

SIGN UP AT IMIIUW.RUE-IIIOGGUE.GOM, E-MAIL IIAUNTS@RUE-MORGUE.COM OR CALL 416.051.9075 FOR INFO! f 




COMIC EXPLOSION 
86 Centre SL 
Nutley. NJ 

Phone: 973-235-1336 


8TH STREET BOOKS & COMICS 
10108th SLE 
Saskatoon, SK 
www,Stticomics.com 

EXCALIBliR COMICS 
3030 BIoorSt.W. 

Taronto, ON 
Phone: 416-236-3553 

GRAVEYARD RECORDS & COLLECTABLES 
4727 S. Packard Ave. 

Cudahy, Wl 

Phone:414-486-1751 

www.graveyardrecords.com 

HAPPY BATS CINEMA 
198L15thAve. 

Vancouver, 6C 
Phone: 604-877-0B66 

HOUYWOOD CANTEEN 
1516DantorthAve. 

Toronto, ON 

Phone; 416-461-1704 

www.hcanteen.com 



NIGHT FLIGHT COMICS 

“foTiSr 

Salt Lake City. UT 

www.night-fffghtcom 

OUT OF THE ORDINARY MUSIC 
733 Mmongahela Dr. 

-2323 


6731 W. Roosevelt Rd. 
Berwyn, IL 

Phone:708-484-7370 

www.horrorbles.com 


^:cso aiUiAeu at au SuMgne Heconos locatiohs. 
,''csiifST Rut Moueui AT youu Local Haomt! 


STRANGE ADVENTURES 
5262 Sackville St 
Halifax. NS 

Phone: 902-425-2140 
www.strangeadventures.ca 


TON STREET BOOKS 
shington St 
i ue Grace, MD 
e: 410-939-6215 
v.washingtonstreetbooks.com 



vmWAi HAUNTS 

www.fiendforce.de 

WWW.FABPRESS.COM 

WWW.HOUSEOFMYSTERIOUSSECRETS.COM 








“I painted the clouds as actual blood,” he wrote of The Scream. 
“The colour shrieked.” He compared Leonardo DaVinci’s dissec- 
tion of corpses to learn about anatomy to his own dissection of tfie 
human soul. And, like contemporary horror, he was concerned 
with the body as the vessel for that twisted soul - its weakness- 
es, its failings, its vulnerability, with the greatest area of vulnera- 
bility being the heart. 

In 1 893, four years before Bram Stoker wrote Dracula, Munch 
painted a fire-haired woman cradling a man in her arms and kiss- 
ing the back of his neck. Typically ambiguous, the image alone can 
be taken as either romantic or menacing. Removing all doubt, 
Munch titled the painting Vampire. Here, love and pain are syn- 
onymous (as ttiey were in the artist’s life). It suggests that the 
attempt to draw closer to another person, to ease the pain of lone- 
liness, only causes more pain. Furthermore, according to Munch, 
sexual love is tantamount to death. The moment of conception, he 
wrote, is “the chain binding the thousand dead generations to ttie 
thousand generations to come.” 

By connecting love and death in such a stark, romantic image, 
Munch (and later Stoker) anticipated the romantic, bodily horror of 
the 20th century. The overt fear of female sexuality that drives this 
painting would become one of the defining qualities of contempo- 
rary horror film and literature'. 

“I feel now that I must choose between work and love,” Munch 
confessed in his journal as a young man. “I am incapable of both.” 
The romantic, tormented painter could only imagine love as some- 
thing you poured your entire soul into, an all-encompassing pas- 
sion tiiat left nothing else. He blamed his failure to achieve this 
ecstasy on the women he was with, and it drove him even furtiier 
into terrible alienation. But Munch's ability to express that alien- 
ife didn’t come easily to Edvard Munch. For the Norwegian painter, ation in his art flourished, and his legacy is his ability to take an 

X there was no pleasure that didn’t come with an associated pain. With idea as safe and comforting as a woman cradling a man and instill 

9 ^^ (■-% titles like The Scream, Anxiety, The Sick Child, Jealousy, The Lonely it with undeniable fear and menace. Now that’s horror. 

One, The Murderer and Death In The Sickroom, the horror of the Jason Lapeyre 

fragility and alienation that often comes with being alive is an 
essential element, if not the basis, of his paintings. 

“Illness, madness and death were the black angels that kept 
watch over my cradle,” he wrote in The Private Journals of 
Edvard Munch: We Are Flames Which Pour Out of the Earth (Uni- 
versity of Wisconsin Press). The greatest horror he would face 
in life, however, the one that would finally undo him, was love. 

Like Poe’s world of death, decay and madness, Munch’s exis- 
tence was a wail of romantic melancholy; he chronically 
aspired to find to true love, which in turn made its failure all the 
more tragic and painful. 

“I have never loved,” he admitted in his journals. “I have felt 
the kind of passion which moves mountains and transforms 
people - love which tears layers from my heart and drinks 
blood - but to no one have I been able to say, ‘woman, it is you 
whom I love. You are my all.’” 

One of his melodramatic love affairs came to an end with a 
violent confrontation in which Munch shot himself, the bullet 
lodging in a finger on his left hand. Fortunately, he painted with 
his right. Alcoholism and a broken heart finally sent him to a 
mental institution at the age of 45, and critics argue that his 
work was never the same again. He was, finally, broken. 

Munch’s ability to render these darkest of fears in his work 
make him a keystone in the visual language of 20th century 
horror. His work predates the formal definition of Expression- 
ism, but Ite goals were the same: the visual expression of the 
artist’s own emotional state. For Munch, that state was fear and 
alienation. His world was rendered in distorted lines and harsh, 

dissonant colours. Twisted bodies symbolized twisted, agonized Vampire: A painting that anticipated the bodily horror of the 20th century. 
souls. 
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WOViT^ABW 


Atso AVAtLABl-P AS 2 -OtSC DOUBLE FEATURES 


ALL DVD’s FEATURE: 

• Elvira’s original wraparounds from her 
nationally syndicated show, Elvira’s 
Movie Macabre 

• Brand-new transfers from the original 
16mm or 35mm print 

• Newly recorded Elvira material 

• “View main feature only” option for 
those who like their horror undiluted 


AVAILABLE 

NOW 


give 

theHMV gift card 




rEIfflBKS *| 

r MISS '* 

,^1 W^ABRE V 

1 movie 


1 MOVIE 







weregoinq 






This outrageous horror hybrid comes from film 
maverick Tsui Hark (THE KILLER) and features 
fight choreography by Corey Yuen (THE 
TRANSPORTER). 


Anamorphic Widescreen Presentation ( 2 . 35 : 1 ) 
Stills Gallery • Tokyo Shock Trailers 


© 1980 SEASONAL FILM CORPORATION. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PACKAGING AND DESIGN BY TOKYO SHOCK 2006. WWW.MEDIA-BLASTERS.COM 




